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        Content
Come on an erotic, 10-part first-person cuckolding journey as My Wife Has a Boyfriend explores the pleasures of a husband watching his hotwife fall in love with another man.
Naomi already knows about her husband’s cuckold fantasy, but it isn’t until a coworker asks her on a date that she discovers how to make his fantasy work for her. She doesn’t just want to sleep with other people. She wants a connection with someone. She wants to feel something for him. She wants a boyfriend.
Over the course of this 10 part hotwife story, Naomi’s husband tells us the tale of his wife’s relationship with Derek, a handsome, successful lawyer she meets at a bar one night. They enjoy a whirlwind romance and eventually she falls in love with him as her now-cuckolded husband takes us on the journey with him.
My Wife Has a Boyfriend is an intensely erotic story of one woman falling in love with another man while her husband watches it all happen and discovers that nothing satisfies him quite like being a cuckold to a wife with a boyfriend she’s head over heels for.
Become a Patreon supporter today (at the Cuckold Stories level) to read all 10 parts of the story (you’ll find links to each part below). If you’re already a supporter, start with part one and enjoy the journey!
Warning: If you don’t want any of the twists and turns this story takes to be spoiled, don’t read anything below. Just become a supporter and start reading right now!
Note: The summaries below are written from in first person in keeping with the style of the story.
Part 1 – Naomi tells me that someone at work asked her on a date, immediately triggering the part of me that constantly fantasizes about being cuckolded. She turned him down, but in being asked out she realizes that she can cuckold me. She’s resisted it since I first mentioned it, but she’d never thought about having a boyfriend before. If I’m willing to let her date other men, she’s willing to cuckold me. Can you guess what I said?
Part 2 – A few weeks pass before Naomi informs me that she has a date. His name is Derek and she met him at a bar. They talked, they flirted, and he asked her out before the night was over.
I help Naomi get ready for her first date and then stay at home while she’s out with him. I spend the night thinking about it, pacing around the house, and trying not to lose my mind. Then she gets home and shares all the details, including a few naughty little nuggets.
Part 3 – Naomi teases me relentlessly before going on another date with Derek. She wants me worked up while she’s gone and extra worked up when she gets home, which I absolutely love.
Naomi returns from her date a little after midnight and shares the details. It turns out she's officially become a hotwife.
Part 4 – This is where things take a turn as Naomi and I have a long conversation about the future of her relationship with Derek. She tells me that if she keeps dating him she’s going to develop feelings for him. It’s inevitable. She tells me that she can’t be the kind of hotwife that dates guys for a month or two or sleeps with a bunch of guys a few times and moves on. It doesn’t thrill her.
She wants to know if I’m okay with her developing feelings for Derek. She wants to know if I’m okay with her falling in love with him. Am I?
Part 5 – Naomi’s relationship with Derek gets more intense, starting with her spending the night at his place for the first time. She also informs me that they’ll no longer be using protection.
Naomi comes home the next day and I get to see the aftermath of a satisfying romp with Derek. The dirty talk is absolutely fantastic as she teases me and gets me all worked up before we give ourselves over to our mutual passion.
Part 6 – Naomi informs me that I'll be using condoms from now on and that Derek won't have to. Moments after informing me of my new status Derek calls and they indulge in dirty talk while I listen. At the end of the call – after much enjoyment on everyone’s part – I hear my wife tell her boyfriend that she loves him. It isn’t the first time she’s said it, but it’s the first time I’ve heard it. It's intense.
Part 7 – I suggest that Derek spends the night at our house, in our bed, with my wife. I suggest it because it turns me on immensely. Naomi and I can't help but fool around.
Naomi and I decide that I’m going to act like her roommate while Derek is over. I’m there, but I’m not her cuckold husband that gets to be involved with everything. They’re a couple spending a romantic evening together and I get to enjoy the thrill of being her husband while being treated like her roommate, which is actually a lot more arousing than you might think, as you’ll read.
Part 8 – Naomi denies me for the first time since her relationship with Derek began. She tells me that she wants to save herself for him, that I’ll get to enjoy her after they’ve been together.
Derek’s birthday is coming up and Naomi informs me of her plans to go all out to celebrate him. She’s going to take him to a baseball game and then they’re going to spend the night having a wild, wonderful time in a hotel room and she’s going to wear the new lingerie she bought just for him.
Part 9 – It becomes clear to me that Naomi wants Derek to get her pregnant, as you’ll read in the story. She doesn’t seem willing to bring up the idea, though, so I take the initiative and make it clear that I'm on board.
It’s an intensely arousing moment that feels so right. I know it might be hard for some of you to understand, but both Naomi and I knew it was the right choice for her and Derek to have a baby.
Part 10 – Naomi gets pregnant and I'm quite certain I witnessed the moment. Later, once she’s pregnant and showing, she and I connect in the deepest way imaginable. Our lives are on a different path than either of us would have expected a year ago, but it’s so much more satisfying than we ever thought possible.
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        I’ve always been a little different, at least where sex is concerned. I remember reading erotic stories of domination and submission soon after I started masturbating (God bless the internet for making it so much easier to explore my sexuality).
The very first porn video I can remember loving featured two women having strapon sex. There was a femdom tone to the whole thing and I remember being absolutely taken with it. It felt like a revelation, honestly.
I won’t bore you with the whole tale. The point is, my journey eventually took me to cuckolding. It happened after I married Naomi. I don’t know if I started fantasizing about being a cuckold because it seemed like there was a chance of it actually becoming a reality (I was married, after all) or if it’s always been lurking there as my ultimate fantasy, but it quickly became the only thing I masturbated to.
The first time I told Naomi about my fantasy, she was…unenthusiastic, to put it mildly. To be honest, she was pretty upset. She seemed to have two concurrent reactions. One was that she thought I was trying to get us to have an open marriage so that I could fuck whoever I wanted. The other was that she thought I just wanted her to be some kind of wanton slut, fucking anyone and everyone so I could get off on it.
We ended up having a lot of conversations about it, which I gather is pretty common with this sort of thing. When you’re introducing a totally foreign idea to someone, it’s going to take a while for them to understand it.
Then we had a conversation that laid the groundwork for the version of cuckolding we enjoy. It happened three months (or thereabouts) after I first introduced the idea.
It was late on a Friday night. Naomi and I were in bed. I believe we were both reading on our iPads (iPads were really big at the time).
“Can we talk?” Naomi said as she let her iPad drop to her lap.
I tensed up immediately. In my experience, that kind of introduction to a conversation rarely results in anything good.
“Of course,” I said, trying my best not to seem apprehensive.
Naomi looked over at me, paused for a moment, took a deep breath, and said, “Someone at work asked me on a date.”
Because I was prepared for the worst, I was caught off guard by the news. It took a few moments for it to register that my wife was almost certainly using this as a way to talk about my desire to be cuckolded.
“Really?” I said. It was all I could think of to say. I didn’t want to seem overeager.
Naomi’s lips curled into a little smile. It almost seemed like she was trying to repress it. “Yes, and it got me thinking about…well, about your fantasy. You know I’ve struggled with the idea of making that a reality. I haven’t been able to wrap my head around making that happen.”
That was true. Naomi couldn’t get away from the idea that I wanted her to be a slut, something she found offensive. No matter how many times I assured her that wasn’t what I was looking for, she just couldn’t comprehend that I wasn’t looking to turn my wife into a slut.
“Well,” she continued, “weirdly enough, being asked out on a date cleared things up for me.”
“How?” I asked. By this point I was having a hard time containing my excitement.
Naomi rubbed her fingers over the darkened screen of her iPad as he looked down. She seemed a little nervous, which I found impossibly cute.
Then she looked up at me and said, “I wanted to say yes.”
“Did you?” I replied instantly. I knew I was too excited, but I couldn’t help it.
Naomi shook her head. “No, of course not.”
For a moment, my hopes were dashed. I remember feeling like the conversation was a confirmation of my desires to be a cuckold, though. The excitement I felt at the notion that she’d accepted a date with someone else was palpable.
“I did spend the rest of the day thinking about it, though,” Naomi said as she brushed aside a few strands of hair that had fallen in front of her eyes. “And thinking about it helped me discover that I want to cuckold you, though perhaps not in the way you’ve imagined.”
“How do you want to cuckold me?” I asked. I knew I was failing to hide my overwhelming excitement.
“I want a boyfriend,” she said. “I want to date someone. I want it to be more than just sex. I need it to be that, to be honest. That’s been the thing that’s been holding me back. I just wasn’t aware of it until now. I hate the idea of finding some big cock guy to pound me while you watch. Nothing about that turns me on. The idea of dating someone and experiencing all that early relationship stuff, it turns out, is really hot to me.”
Looking back, I distinctly remember that I wasn’t hard but I felt an almost overwhelming sense of arousal as I listened to her. I think it’s because she was telling me that she was ready to make my fantasy a reality. I knew that dating someone would absolutely lead to having sex with someone. I mean, that was the whole point, right?
There was something about the look in her eyes that made me try and turn the conversation into something lusty. To me, it looked like she was suggesting we fool around.
That’s why I moved closer and pulled back the sheets. She was wearing a pair of exceptionally sexy white lace boyshort panties. I found the sight of them thrilling as I moved my fingers over her inner thighs.
“I think it would be incredible if you dated someone,” I said.
A quiet, lusty moan escaped Naomi’s lips as I ran my fingers over her lace-clad pussy. “Yeah?” she said softly.
“I can’t really explain it, but yes. In fact, I’m pretty sure I’d find it hotter than if you were just finding some random guy to fuck. Just hearing you talk about it, even a little, has me insanely excited.”
By that point my cock was hard. Being a little closer to Naomi and touching her was enough to give me an erection as thoughts of her dating someone else filled my head.
“You’d really be okay with me having a relationship with someone?” she asked as her fingers moved between my legs. It felt heavenly when she touched my cock.
“Absolutely,” I said. “As long as you don’t leave me, of course.”
I moved my hand into Naomi’s panties as I said it. She smiled and then her face quickly took on a look of pleasure as my index finger found her clit.
“I can’t see why I’d ever leave a man willing to let me date someone else. If I can have the best of both worlds, I’m taking it,” she said.
In hindsight, that was the moment I knew things were going to work out. It was a strong indicator that Naomi really had thought about all of this. She’d considered the potential fun of being married to me and dating someone else and she clearly enjoyed the possible thrills that would come from such an arrangement.
“You might not be able to watch if I’m dating someone,” she said. “He might not be comfortable with it. He might just think I’m an unsatisfied wife cheating on my husband.”
I hadn’t considered that, but in the moment it honestly didn’t seem problematic. I’d shared with Naomi that the idea of watching her with someone else was a turn on for me, but it never struck me as a necessity.
“That’s okay,” I said. “The thought of you being with someone else is more than enough to turn me on.”
Naomi had worked my cock out of the front of my boxer shorts and was stroking me at that point. I couldn’t help but moan. Her fingers felt fantastically good as they moved up and down my erection.
“Oh yeah? Are you thinking about me being with someone else right now?” she asked. The sense of lust in her voice was incredible. She was totally into it. It probably helped that I was still playing with her pussy.
“Yes,” I admitted. I was absolutely thinking about it. I couldn’t get images of her doing all manner of dirty things with another man out of my head. “Are you thinking about it?”
I pushed two fingers into her wet pussy as I asked the question. The dampness between her legs was all the answer I needed. There was no question she was thinking about it. Still, it was nice to hear her admit it.
“Yes,” Naomi admitted before closing her eyes, rolling her head back, and unleashing a surprisingly loud and long moan.
I’ll admit that hearing that one word was enough to bring me right to the edge of orgasm. It felt momentous. It was obvious she’d been thinking about it, but hearing it felt like taking a much larger step. I wanted to probe a little more, to see if I could get her to open up a little more.
“Are you thinking about the guy that asked you out?” I asked.
Naomi opened her eyes and looked at me. She had this endearing, nervous look on her face. She briefly, lightly bit her lower lip. It was so fucking sexy. She was admitting it without saying a word.
It was exceptionally hot to hear her say, “Yes, I’m thinking about him. I can’t help it.”
I was still playing with her pussy. She’d started to moan a little louder and her breathing was definitely getting heavier. She was close to cumming.
I was too. I loved that she was thinking about someone else as we sat in our bed. She was picturing another man and was likely thinking about doing something dirty with him. I wasn’t sure if I should ask for more, though. We’d had enough conversations about cuckolding and sex in the past three months for me to know that she didn’t always think about it the same way I did. I didn’t want to ruin the moment by asking if she was thinking about his cock because I knew she probably wasn’t.
Thankfully, Naomi stepped in. She stroked my cock a little faster as she said, “I’m thinking about kissing him. I’m thinking that I wished I had said yes today and that he and I were on a date right now, that our date was coming to a close, that we were in his car right outside the house, that I was kissing another man while you were waiting inside.”
Now it was my turn to close my eyes and roll my head towards the ceiling. I couldn’t believe how hot it was to hear Naomi express her desires. It seemed that she’d taken my fantasy and made it into something that worked for her. The whole thing turned me on immensely.
“God, Naomi, that’s so hot,” was all I could manage to say. My cock was harder than it had ever been.
With surprising swiftness, Naomi released my cock, pulled off her panties, and straddled me. She sank her wet, hot pussy onto my erection and rode me.
She kissed me fiercely. Her tongue darted in and out of my mouth. I did my best not to cum immediately as I felt her slick pussy swallow my cock.
Neither of us said anything. I assumed Naomi was indulging in a bit of fantasy play just like I was. I didn’t know who’d asked her out, but I imagined a handsome man. I imagined her riding him instead of me. I imagined her in his bed, straddling him, taking him into her pussy as they kissed and he played with her breasts.
It was less than a minute before we both came. There was no way it was going to last longer. We were far too turned on.
Afterwards, I couldn’t help myself. I had to know. I knew it was potentially a stupid question to ask, but my curiosity was too strong.
“Were you thinking about him?” I asked.
Naomi was on her back at that point. She stared up at the ceiling and smiled as she said, “Yes I was.”
I still remember how happy that moment made me. The whole night had been a strong confirmation that I was actually going to end up being cuckolded, but that felt like the strongest. She’d just cum and she was gleefully admitting that she’d been thinking of another man. There wasn’t a hint of shame. She’d embraced the idea fully.
As you’ve probably already guessed, Naomi did cuckold me. She has a boyfriend, in fact, and it’s been an insanely thrilling experience. Next time I’ll tell you about how that relationship got started.
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She didn’t end up dating the guy from work. She decided (rightfully, I think) that having and outside-the-marriage relationship with someone she worked with was fraught with risk.
Instead, Naomi decided (after that night in bed) that she was open to dating someone and it seemed that making that decision ended up sending a signal to the single men of the world that she was available despite the ring on her finger.
It took about two weeks before she agreed to a date with someone.
“I have a date!” Naomi said when she got home that night.
I was genuinely excited. We’d been fooling around the past few weeks with my eventual cuckolding as the subject of our shared fantasy and I was primed for this to become a reality.
“Really?” I said.
Naomi jumped into my arms and kissed me. The strangeness of the moment wasn’t lost on me. My wife and I were celebrating the fact that she was going to go on a date with someone else.
“Yes, really. He’s really hot, too!” It felt like she was vibrating with excitement. I couldn’t help but get swept up in it.
“Where did you meet him?” I asked.
“At the bar, after work. I saw him the moment I walked in. I know this is weird for a married woman to say, but I felt an immediate, overwhelming attraction to him. I knew I wanted him to be the one to take me on my first date as a hotwife.”
When I told Naomi about the term hotwife she’d fallen in love with it immediately. I took that as another surefire sign that I was going to be cuckolded before long. Clearly, I was right about that.
“His name is Derek,” Naomi continued. “He’s a lawyer.” She looked away for a second, like she was a little embarrassed about something. “He’s gorgeous, honey. He really is.”
She was worried that I was going to be insulted or hurt. She didn’t need to be, though.
“He sounds perfect,” I said. “Does he know about our situation?”
“He does,” she answered. “I was wearing my ring, so he definitely knew I was married when he started flirting with me. I let him know about our little agreement after he asked me out. He seemed intrigued by it, honestly, and a little relieved.”
I remember feeling an incredible urge to fool around with Naomi. My cock was half hard at the very idea of her actually going on a date with someone else. While we were talking I was playing out the various possible scenarios in my head. I was thinking about a first date kiss, about a little fooling around, and about things maybe getting hot and heavy.
“So, when’s the date?” I asked.
“Tomorrow night,” Naomi said with a naughty smile. “I can’t wait.”
She took my hand and led me to the bedroom. She seemed to be feeling the same sense of desire I was.
Naomi pulled me close for a kiss in the bedroom. We fell into the bed together and continued a thrilling make out session. Her tongue felt especially eager as it moved into my mouth.
“I can’t believe we’re doing this,” I said.
Her eyes lit up. “I know. It’s incredible, isn’t it?”
I laughed. “It really is. Do you think you’ll kiss him on your date?”
Naomi smiled as her hand moved between my legs and unzipped my pants. “I might do a lot more than kiss him,” she said as her fingers grasped my cock and stroked me slowly.
I couldn’t help but groan. I don’t know if it was her intention, but I thought about her fingers wrapped around her date’s cock. I thought about my wife giving someone else a handjob. It was so hot.
“Would you be okay if I did more than kiss him?” Naomi asked before her lips gently kissed my neck.
“Yessss,” I said. I swear her hand had never felt so good on my dick.
“So you wouldn’t mind if I stroked his dick just like I’m stroking your dick?” she asked.
“No, I wouldn’t mind at all.” It was difficult to say anything. I could barely think about anything other than how good it felt to be in her hand.
Naomi let go of my cock and said, “Take off my skirt.”
I quickly pulled down her skirt and panties and tossed them aside. She took my hand and placed my fingers against her pussy. I could feel the heat and it only took a gentle probing to slip inside her and be enveloped in the exceptional wetness that had built up.
She looked at me and smiled. “Would you be okay with his fingers pushing inside me?”
I finger fucked her and said, “Nothing would make me happier.”
Naomi closed her eyes and groaned. I slipped a third finger inside her and swiftly penetrated her wet pussy.
“You really want someone else inside your wife’s pussy?” she asked.
I don’t know if she did it on purpose, but it was the perfect way to phrase the question. It cut right to the core of my desires. I absolutely wanted someone else in my wife’s pussy. I’d fantasized about it for years.
“Yes. Fuck yes. I want someone else to enjoy your pussy. I want someone else to make you feel good. I want someone else to make you cum so hard it makes your toes tingle,” I replied.
“Put your cock inside me,” Naomi said.
I wasn’t about to turn down that kind of invitation. I quickly pulled off my pants and moved between her legs. I sunk my cock inside her and we had fast, furious sex that resulted in rather lovely orgasms for both of us. It felt like a wonderful bit of foreplay before the date that I hoped would usher in a new reality for our marriage.
“Could you help me with this?” Naomi asked after stepping into the little black dress she’d picked out for her date. She needed to be zipped up.
I hopped off the bed and stepped behind her to delicately finish her outfit. She likely had no idea how thrilling it was for me to play even a small part in helping her get ready for her date with Derek.
I’d spent the last hour watching. I couldn’t help it. Naomi didn’t seem to mind, either. I tried not to be lascivious about it and I had my phone with me so I would occasionally read something or browse Instagram so she didn’t feel uncomfortable.
Still, it was intensely arousing to watch her carefully do her hair and makeup to ensure she looked great for Derek. The very idea that she was working hard to look good for another man was enthralling to me.
My favorite moment was when she picked out her underwear. When she went with an unbelievably sexy, matching sheer black bra and panty set I knew she was hoping for something naughty to happen on her date. There was no question. That’s not just a cliché.
“Do you think he’ll like it?” Naomi asked with a smile as she modeled her underwear for me.
“I love you,” was all I could think to say.
There was a noticeable bounce in her step as she moved to the closet and picked out the little black dress and black high heels that would finish the outfit. That’s when she asked me to zip her up.
“He’ll be here in a few minutes,” Naomi said after I zipped her up and let my fingers drift over her body in the black dress. “Are you sure you want me to go through with this?”
I kissed her softly and said, “I’m absolutely certain. Are you?”
Her smile was irresistible. “Yes, I want this. I might want this even more than you.”
Again it felt like she’d found the perfect thing to say to her prospective cuckold husband. I remember that comment sticking with me while she was gone. Did she mean that I was somehow inadequate as a lover? Did she mean that she just needed something new, or was it as simple as she was really looking forward to her date? I know that might sound like a bad thing, but I absolutely loved that my mind was preoccupied thinking about all of that.
Naomi had arranged for Derek to pick her up at our house. She wanted me to see her getting in another man’s car. It was a lovely little gift.
As he pulled up, she gave me a soft kiss on the cheek and said, “I don’t know how long I’ll be out. Try and wait up for me, okay?”
“Absolutely,” I said. There was no chance I was going to sleep before she got home.
I watched from the front window as Naomi walked down the steps and towards Derek’s car. He got out and greeted her with a kiss on the cheek before opening the passenger door. She thanked him, got in, and then looked up at me through the windshield. She blew me a quick kiss and then they were off.
As I mentioned, I spent a fair amount of time that night chewing over the small thing she’d said about how much she was looking forward to her date. It was my first taste of genuine cuckold anxiety. I knew it was coming. I’d read enough about cuckolding online.
I worried that Derek was going to be better than me in every facet and that she’d just want to leave me for him instead of having fun as a hotwife. I worried that she was excited about being a hotwife because she’d been secretly disappointed with our sex life since we’d gotten married (she’d never indicated any particular displeasure).
I even worried that things were going terribly. That wasn’t cuckold anxiety as much as it was my fear that she wouldn’t want to move forward with being a hotwife if she ended up hating her first experience.
I did plenty of fantasizing too. I imagined them kissing. I imagined them doing a whole lot more than kissing. I honestly didn’t think she’d have sex on the first date, so it was more that I thought about her going down on him or him fingering her. It was exceptionally arousing, though.
Five hours after leaving for her date, Derek’s car pulled into our driveway. He hopped out of the driver’s seat and opened the passenger door for her. Naomi stepped out of the car and they shared a long, slow, exceptionally sensual kiss.
I watched from the window and got hard as a rock. I couldn’t help it. I didn’t touch myself. I just got stiff watching my wife kiss another man in a remarkably erotic way. It felt like a surefire sign that the date had gone exceptionally well.
After the kiss, Naomi gently caressed his face and said something that I obviously couldn’t make out. They shared another quick kiss and then she walked up the steps and to the front door.
“Derek is amazing,” was the first thing Naomi said as she closed the front door behind her.
She looked giddy. She was truly joyful. I felt a wild mixture of things in reaction to her seemingly having been on the best date ever. I was jealous, anxious, horny, happy, and all kinds of other things. It was incredible.
For a moment Naomi stood in the doorway and smiled. It was like she was reliving the date.
“That was the best first date I’ve ever been on,” she said while sauntering towards me.
“Really?” I said. I couldn’t help but think back to our first date, which was admittedly a pretty simple dinner.
“Yes,” Naomi said. She’d closed the gap between us. She looked down and saw my erect cock. She moved closer. Her lips were inches from mine. “Do you want to kiss me?”
I nodded. “Very much so.”
Naomi hesitated, more to tease me than anything else. “I had him in my mouth,” she whispered as her fingers slowly unzipped my pants and freed my hard cock. “Do you still want to kiss me?”
I didn’t answer. I just kissed her. Of course I wanted to kiss her. The fact that she’d given Derek a blowjob only made me want to kiss her more. She’d gone further than I expected, indicating it really was a good date.
She didn’t taste any different. I wasn’t expecting her to, honestly. Derek had kissed her in the driveway. I assume he wouldn’t have done that if she’d just gone down on her (though who knows).
Naomi stroked my cock as we kissed. She moaned into my mouth and I moaned into hers. It was a genuinely perfect moment. I’d just been given the news that my wife had blown another man and she was stroking my throbbing cock.
“I need you to fuck me,” Naomi said.
It was surprising but entirely welcome news. I happily followed her to the bedroom and watched as Naomi slowly, sensually stripped from her little black dress. She kept her underwear and high heels on, a touch that I loved.
“Did he make you cum?” I asked. I couldn’t help it. I had to know.
Naomi nodded.
“Was it good?”
She nodded again. “It was better than good. It was incredible, but it wasn’t enough. I need more.”
As I watched, Naomi sat on the edge of the bed and moved backwards. She opened her legs and pushed a hand into her panties. Her fingers moved in a slow circle. Watching through the sheer material of her underwear made it even more erotic.
I stripped as quickly as possible and climbed into bed. Naomi continued to masturbate as I kissed her neck and the soft flesh of her breasts that wasn’t covered by her bra.
There was one question I hadn’t gotten an answer to yet and I needed to know. She’d taken him in her mouth. I needed to know if that ended as it often does.
“Did you make him cum?” I asked before kissing her.
Our tongues danced as she grabbed my cock, pulled aside her panties, and took me inside her. I fucked my wife as we continued to kiss.
Only when our lips parted did she answer me. “Yes, I made him cum,” she said.
I fucked her harder. I had more questions. I didn’t know if she’d want to answer them or if she might feel like my probing would ruin the moment.
Naomi’s hands moved over my back and into my hair. She pulled me close. She moaned softly into my ear as I fucked her.
“Don’t you want to know how I made him cum?” she asked.
She clearly wasn’t worried about my probing ruining the moment.
“How did you make him cum?” I asked. I desperately wanted to know.
Naomi kissed my neck and her hands moved down my back and squeezed my ass as I fucked her.
“He came in my mouth,” she said. “I swallowed for him.”
Images of my wife sucking someone else’s cock filled my head. I imagined her in her lingerie and heels with another man’s dick in her mouth. I imagined her sucking him as he grunted, groaned, and flooded her mouth with his seed. I imagined her swallowing his cum.
Naomi moaned beneath me. She squeezed my ass harder. She was going to cum. I was going to cum too.
“Cum inside me,” she whispered into my ear. “Fuck, cum inside me.”
I couldn’t hold back. I didn’t want to. I wanted to cum as I thought of Naomi sucking someone else off.
We climaxed at nearly the same time. I came first and moments later she wrapped her legs around me, closed her eyes, arched her back, and had an orgasm. I loved that I wasn’t the only man to make her cum that night.
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“Where is he taking you?” I asked as I watch Naomi zip up the rather short skirt she’d picked out for her second date with Derek.
“We’re going to a club, believe it or not. It’s supposed to be a pretty low key place, but we’re definitely going to be dancing.” Naomi adjusted the skimpy halter top that matched perfectly with her skirt and smiled at me in the mirror. “I’m really looking forward to it, to be honest. It’s been forever since we went dancing.”
She was right. We used to go dancing quite often. Naomi always loved it and I always loved how much she got into it. I definitely loved how she would be all hot and bothered by the time we were done. We had great sex every single time we went dancing, without fail.
I wondered if Naomi was thinking about that as she surveyed herself in the mirror. Was she excited because she knew there was a very good chance she was going to have sex with Derek before the night was over? That’s certainly what I was excited about.
“You know what’s going to happen tonight, right?” Naomi said as she turned from the mirror and approached me.
Well, that answered that question. She was definitely thinking about it.
“What’s that?” I said. I was being a little playful. Mostly, I wanted to hear her say it.
Naomi smiled as she stopped in front of me. I could smell her perfume. It was a new scent. Her makeup looked flawless. She was perfect in every way in that moment.
“Derek and I are going to spend the night dancing just like you and I used to,” Naomi said as she turned around and ground her ass into my crotch, mimicking what she used to do when we’d go out.
She turned around and leaned closer. I could feel her breath on my neck as she said, “His hands are going to be all over my body. I’m going to grind into him. We’re going to kiss on the dance floor.”
She placed a single soft kiss on my neck and reached between my legs to massage my rock hard cock. I’m pretty sure I would have done anything for her in that moment.
“I’m going to get wet for him. My pussy is going to be dripping with desire for Derek.”
Naomi’s voice was laced with lust. I didn’t know if she was putting on a show for me or if she was already feeling the kind of arousal she was describing and I didn’t really care. She seemed seriously worked up and it was having the same effect on me.
“Then what’s going to happen?” I asked.
“Then I’m going to let him fuck me,” Naomi said as she stepped back. “We’re going to go back to Derek’s place and he’s going to fuck your wife.”
I briefly pictured my wife enjoying someone else’s cock. It was beautiful and it made my cock throb.
Naomi was smiling when I opened my eyes and looked at her. She seemed very pleased with herself, and she should have been. She worked me over exceptionally well.
“Now, before I go, I want to check in just one more time. Are you okay with all of that happening? Are you okay with me having sex with Derek tonight?” she asked.
She was genuinely checking in. This wasn’t lusty Naomi. She wanted to make sure I wasn’t going to be pissed off when she got home. She wanted to make sure she wasn’t going to cause any undue harm to our marriage by pursuing what she desired.
The truth was, we both desired it. I wanted her to have sex with Derek, partly for her pleasure and partly for mine.
“Honestly, there’s nothing in the world I want more than for you to have great sex with Derek tonight,” I answered. “You don’t have to worry about me at all, I promise.”
“Good,” Naomi said as she picked up the little clutch purse that held her ID, a bit of cash, and the condoms I’d bought earlier. She wanted to be prepared.
She gave me a quick kiss on the cheek and said, “No masturbating, okay. I want you eager to play when I get home.”
“Of course,” I said.
As much as I might have wanted to spend the night masturbating as I fantasized about my wife fucking another guy, I was willing to wait. I wanted to be insanely horny when she got home. I wanted to be ready to indulge in my favorite part of this naughty play, which was hearing about the fun she’d had. All I had to do was wait.
I didn’t masturbate while Naomi was out, but it was more difficult than I’d expected to hold off. No matter what I did, I couldn’t stop picturing her with another guy. I couldn’t stop seeing her having sex with someone else. I couldn’t stop imagining my wife having a great orgasm with someone else’s cock inside her.
It was all the cuckold stuff. It was every fantasy I’d ever had rolling into one. I even fantasized about stuff I knew wasn’t going to happen, like Derek cumming inside her. She wasn’t going to do that her first time with him, but it still felt good to let my mind run wild with that idea for a little bit.
Ultimately, I thoroughly enjoyed my evening. It wasn’t all pleasant, of course – there were times where it felt torturous to have to sit on the couch and think about what my wife might be doing with another man – but I basically spent five hours in a state of heightened arousal. I’d literally never done that before and it was actually pretty thrilling, all things considered.
Naomi arrived home a little after midnight. She greeted me with a giddy smile and then jumped into my arms for a long kiss. There was intense passion behind the way her tongue moved into my mouth and the way she moaned as my hands grasped her ass while her legs wrapped around me.
“I take it you had a good night?” I asked after Naomi finally pulled her lips away from mine.
“Good doesn’t begin to describe it, honey. It was incredible.”
Not surprisingly, my cock was hard. I’d been turned on for hours and it was clear that the worst possible outcome had been avoided. I’d feared that Naomi might have a terrible time, that Derek might have been awful in bed or way too aggressive. It was obvious that hadn’t been the case.
“Come on,” Naomi said as she walked towards the bedroom.
I was thankful that she was willing to take the lead. After the kiss and her reveal that she’d had an incredible evening with Derek, I wasn’t entirely sure what to do. Did I want to hear the details? Did I want to have sex with Naomi? Did I want to lick her naked body from head to toe?
“Sit, baby,” she said after guiding me to the edge of the bed.
I sat and stared at my beautiful wife. Something felt different, though I couldn’t honestly assess if that was real or not. Was having good sex with Derek enough to actually change the way Naomi was behaving? Was she still feeling a little high after a great sexual encounter with someone new? Was I just lost in a fog of cuckold-fueled lust and angst?
“We danced just like I said we would, baby,” Naomi said as she began to move her hips. Her hands moved up her torso from her waist. She ran them through her hair and raised them into the air. Her eyes closed and she moaned. It was exceptionally sexy.
“We just didn’t dance as long as I thought we would,” she said as her eyes opened and she looked at me. “I couldn’t wait, baby. I was too turned on. I wanted him so much more than I thought I would. I needed him.”
I wasn’t touching myself but my cock was absolutely throbbing as Naomi told her story. The details were part of the fun, but it was the way she was telling it that aroused me. She was absolutely brimming with lust. Every word was laced with desire. It was like she still wanted Derek, like she wished she could go back and fuck him again.
“Baby, I blew him in the car. I haven’t done that since college. I couldn’t resist, though. I needed him so badly that I pulled out his cock and blew him as he drove us back to his place.”
“That’s so hot,” I said. I felt kind of stupid saying it, but it really was hot. I was just being honest. Naomi had gotten so overwhelmed with lust that she’d given her date a blowjob in the car. It was amazing.
Instead of continuing her story, Naomi handed me the little clutch purse she’d brought with her. “Look inside,” she said.
I opened the clutch as Naomi unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor. I couldn’t help but stare at her. She smiled and pointed at the clutch.
I tore my gaze away from my wife’s breathtaking body and looked at the contents of the clutch. At first I wasn’t sure what she wanted me to see. It took a few seconds to realize that all the condoms were gone. She’d taken four out of the box I’d bought. “Just in case,” she said. At the time, the idea of using that many condoms seemed insane.
I looked up at her and saw a big smile on Naomi’s face. “We used them all,” she said.
My eyes moved between her legs as Naomi pushed a hand into her panties. She moaned and played with her pussy as I sat there with the clutch in my hands. She’d used all four condoms.
“Does that mean he fucked you four times?” I asked. I know it might seem like a silly question in hindsight, but I was dying to know. It seemed possible that two of the condoms could have ripped or something like that. In that moment, in the height of my first true cuckold experience, I wanted to know all the details.
“Yes, baby, he fucked me four times.” Naomi’s eyes opened and she looked at me as her fingers continued to move in her panties. “He filled four condoms with cum, and he made me cum more times than I can count.”
“What…what was the sex like?” I asked.
Naomi pulled off her skimpy halter top and unhooked the strapless bra she’d worn. She pushed down her panties and said, “Get naked.”
I stood and stripped as quickly as possible. I knew my orgasm was coming soon.
Naomi was lying on her side in bed by the time I got naked. She beckoned me to join her. I climbed into bed and soon had her warm, naked flesh pressed against mine. My wife’s fingers wrapped around my erect cock and she kissed me while offering a slow handjob.
“The sex was great, baby,” she said. She giggled a little and added, “It was great enough that we did it four times.”
I didn’t say anything. All I could think to do was moan. In that moment I felt like my entire body was awash in arousal. I swear I could feel it from head to toe. As a result, I was having a little trouble thinking clearly, not that I minded.
“The first time was frantic, in the best way possible. I’d spent the whole ride home sucking his cock and we were both out of our minds with desire. He didn’t bother taking his pants off. I just put a condom on his cock, pulled aside my panties, and got on my back on his couch. All I cared about was having his cock inside me.”
“Did it feel good?” I asked.
Naomi smiled and stroked me a little faster. My precum was providing more than enough lube and the sound of her wet fingers moving up and down my cock was intoxicating.
“It felt indescribably good. It was perfect, baby. I think it was the anticipation, to be honest. It was spending the week thinking about him. It was knowing exactly how big and beautiful his cock was from our first date. It was being so desperate for him while we danced. When he moved between my legs, I honestly felt like I’d never wanted anything more than I wanted his cock inside me.”
As you might imagine, hearing that from my wife while she was stroking my cock was powerfully arousing. I wasn’t really aware of it in the moment, but she was flawlessly making my cuckold fantasy a reality. She was describing her desperate desire for another man while giving me a handjob.
“We both came quickly the first time and I feel like we had a mutual understanding that it wouldn’t be the last time we fucked, which it wasn’t.”
I pulled Naomi close for a kiss. Her lips felt impossibly soft against mine and I loved how she moaned into my mouth while her fingers moved up and down my stiff cock.
“How long was it before you fucked again?”
“Not long, baby. The first one was so quick that I wanted him inside me again almost immediately. He needed a little time to recover, but I was between his legs with his beautiful cock in my mouth before long,” Naomi said.
“It lasted a lot longer the second time. I think it was better, to be honest. Now I was getting to know his body, getting to explore what he seemed to enjoy and how he could make me cum the hardest. I know I’m not really a doggystyle person, but it felt so good when he fucked me from behind.”
I found that particularly thrilling. I know it’s not exactly surprising, but the fact that she enjoyed doing something with Derek that she and I didn’t really do together proved to be really arousing.
“You like that, don’t you?” Naomi said.
She’d heard my moan and she must have felt the way my cock throbbed in her hand. It felt like I got harder when she said it.
“I do,” I admitted.
Naomi smiled. It felt like a loving, tender sort of look.
“What?” I said. She wasn’t saying anything.
“I just think we’re going to have so much fun with this.”
I couldn’t have agreed more. It was the first time and already I felt like I was floating on a cloud made of pure bliss.
“I’m close,” I said.
“I know,” Naomi whispered. “And I want you to cum hard for me. I want you to cum as you think about him fucking me. I want you to cum as you think about him cumming four times while fucking your wife.”
That was it for me. “Fucking your wife,” is what put me over the top. I pulled Naomi close for a kiss and came hard, just as she wanted. I made a thorough mess on my stomach. It was solid proof of how overwhelmingly pleasurable the evening had been for me.
“I already made another date with him,” Naomi whispered between kisses on my neck. “I hope that’s okay.”
“Of course it is,” I said.
Of course it was. It absolutely was. I couldn’t think of anything better, in fact.
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At first, Naomi’s relationship with Derek felt almost entirely sexual (at least to me). Their dates largely consisted of going to dinner or for a drink and then going back to his place for quite a bit of sex.
Naomi was clearly enjoying herself, and it felt to me like a perfect version of the kind of sexual relationship I’d always fantasized about. She would have sex with Derek and then come home and she and I would enjoy some kind of play together. Sometimes we’d have sex, sometimes she’d give me a handjob, sometimes we’d masturbate together.
It was fairly common for us to incorporate her sexual relationship with Derek into our sex play, even on days when she hadn’t been with him. If we had sex, it would involve plenty of dirty talk about her fucking Derek. It was the same if we masturbated together.
I would have been delighted if things stayed that way forever, but in hindsight it’s not at all surprising that they couldn’t. I mean, the whole thing started with someone asking Naomi on a date, not asking her to fuck. It was the same with Derek. He wasn’t a stunt cock. They weren’t just meeting up for sex. They were going on dates, even if those dates with often fairly short.
All of that is a way of saying that I really shouldn’t have been surprised at a conversation that Naomi and I had roughly a month after her first date with Derek. I was a little surprised by it, but I shouldn’t have been.
It was a Saturday afternoon. Naomi was scheduled to go on a date with Derek that night. It was a beautiful day, so she and I were on a walk through our neighborhood. We were going to have a little picnic at a nearby park.
As we strolled, Naomi took my hand in hers and said, “Honey, there’s something we need to talk about.”
I could tell right away that she had something weighty on her mind. “What is it?” I asked.
“It’s about me and Derek.”
We kept walking as we talked. I squeezed her hand gently and said, “Is everything okay between the two of you?” I honestly wasn’t sure what she was getting at. Did she want to stop seeing him? Had something happened on their last date that she didn’t tell me about?
“It’s great…which is what I wanted to talk about,” Naomi said as she squeezed my hand.
I was genuinely confused at that point. If everything was great, what was there to talk about?
“Okay. Well, I’m not really sure what’s going on, but you can talk to me about anything,” I said as I looked over at her. I saw what seemed an awful lot like genuine worry on her face. Again, I was utterly confused.
“Well, the thing is, and this hasn’t really happened yet, but I know that if I keep seeing Derek that I’m going to develop…feelings for him, I guess is the best way to say it.”
We reached a grassy, shaded spot in the park as Naomi spilled what had been worrying her. I’ll admit, it worried me a little too as she said it.
“So, you’re saying that you feel like you might fall in love with Derek if you keep seeing him?” Honestly, I was thinking that I was going overboard when I said that. I thought I was going right for the worst possible scenario.
“Well, yeah, I guess that’s what I’m saying,” Naomi said as we sat on the blanket and I pulled out the food and drinks we’d brought.
“I mean, he’s my boyfriend, right? That’s what happens when you have a boyfriend that you like and that you date for a long time.”
It was hard to argue with the underlying truth of what she was saying. Falling in love was a natural outcome of dating someone, at least in most cases. This felt a little different, of course.
“So…why are you bringing this up?” I asked.
Naomi smiled and took my hand in hers. She kissed me softly. Her lips felt impossibly soft and sexy against mine. 
“I want to be totally up front with you,” she said. “I want you to know what might happen if Derek and I continue to date. We’ll absolutely continue to have great sex and you and I will continue to have lots of naughty fun, but there’s a very good chance that I’ll develop feelings for Derek, feelings that could complicate things in a way you might not enjoy.”
I thought about the naughty fun we’d had together. I thought about how overwhelmingly powerful the orgasms I’d enjoyed since she started dating Derek had been. I thought about how sex with her was so much hotter since Derek first fucked her. I thought about how many days of my life had become infused with this kind of irresistible sense of arousal.
“Would you want to see someone else if you stopped seeing Derek?” I asked. I was fairly certain I knew what the answer would be, but I wanted to see if there was any way around what seemed like the inevitable conclusion of our conversation.
“I probably would, but I don’t think the outcome would be any different, and if I’m being honest, I don’t want to date a bunch of guys for a month or two. I just wouldn’t be able to get past how slutty that would make me feel.”
That’s what I figured she would say. Naomi wasn’t the kind of woman that was going to become a wanton cuckoldress that enjoyed sex with lots of different guys. In truth, I’m not sure that’s what I wanted her to be. For me, the longer she was with Derek, the hotter it had gotten. The sex had gotten better each time she was with him and that made my experience as her cuckold so much more arousing.
“So, do you want to keep seeing Derek?”
Naomi smiled and then looked down at the grapes she was nibbling on. “I do,” she said.
I felt my heart pounding. There was no question I was experiencing a form of arousal, though it felt different from the kind that had fueled my recent orgasms.
“Do you want to develop feelings for Derek?” I asked. My heart pounded harder. Somewhere in the back of my mind I knew that I wanted her to answer affirmatively. I also knew that was a little bit crazy.
Naomi looked up at me. There was this beautiful sense of vulnerability on her face. “I do,” she answered.
I felt a little lightheaded, but in the best way possible. There was another question on the tip of my tongue, a question I really wanted to ask. I couldn’t believe I wanted to ask it, but it was there. It had to come out.
“Do you want to fall in love with Derek?” I asked.
Naomi popped a grape into her mouth and nodded at me. She swallowed the grape and leaned closer. Her hand moved up my leg. I felt my cock stir to life.
“I do,” she said.
We were in the middle of the park, but Naomi still grasped my cock through my pants. She wasn’t being overly lewd about it, but anyone that looked over would have known something naughty was going on.
“Is this smart?” I asked. I was utterly caught up in my lust, but there was still a part of me that was trying to be rational.
“I don’t know,” Naomi said. She leaned closer and kissed me. It was a beautiful, sensual, romantic kiss. It was everything I wanted in a kiss from my wife.
We weren’t going to fuck in the park, so eventually we separated and went back to enjoying the snacks we’d brought. We had a picnic just as we’d planned; only now there was something entirely different on my mind.
“I can’t cuckold you any other way,” Naomi said after we both tried to talk about something else. Clearly, we weren’t destined to distract ourselves from the topic at hand. “I’ve learned that much. The sex is good, but it’s everything else about it, it’s having a relationship with a new person, that is what really drives me wild with desire.”
She was letting me know that she would be okay with going back to our cuckold-free life, but that if I wanted her to sleep with other people, we were always going to reach the point we were at right now.
“Does Derek know you feel this way?” I asked. It was the first time I’d really bothered to think about the other man in this equation.
“He was the one that brought it up.” Naomi smiled. It seemed as though she couldn’t control it.
“Really?” I said. I felt surprised, though I really shouldn’t have been. Naomi was beautiful, charming, smart, and great in bed. She was everything a man would want in a woman. Of course Derek was developing feelings for her.
“Yes. It was on our last date. Remember how I said it was at a really romantic restaurant? Well, that was on purpose. He picked it because he wanted to share that despite knowing I was married and that I didn’t have any plans on leaving you, that he was developing feelings for me.”
I suddenly felt an intense sense of vulnerability. I couldn’t help but worry in a very real way that my desire to be cuckolded could end up in my marriage being over.
“Do you still feel like you have no plans of leaving me?” I asked.
Naomi giggled and reached out to grab my hand. “You’re adorable,” she said. “No, honey, I have no plans on leaving you. I really don’t. I have everything I want. Why would I walk away from that?”
“Do you think Derek understands that?”
“Well, he says he understands that. If you were in his place, would you understand it?” she asked.
I tried to think about it, but I honestly couldn’t really imagine myself being in Derek’s place. “I really don’t know. I mean, as long as you don’t have any plans to leave me, there’s really nothing to worry about.”
Naomi kissed me again. It was less romantic this time. It was lusty and needy. Her tongue darted into my mouth and she openly, eagerly grasped my cock.
“This picnic has been lovely, honey, but I really need you to fuck me. Do you think we could go home?” she asked.
I wasn’t about to say no to that.
We rushed to the bedroom as soon as we got home. We stripped on the way and Naomi eagerly spread her legs in bed. I moved between them and we shared deep, passionate kisses as I gently played with her breasts and she reached between my legs to stroke my cock.
“Do you want me to keep dating Derek?” Naomi asked as she rubbed the head of my stiff dick around her wet pussy.
“Yes!” I answered. There was no question that the incredible sense of arousal I was feeling impacted my answer, but I wasn’t lying. In truth, the idea of Naomi developing feelings for Derek appealed to me the moment she mentioned it. I was nervous about it and there was no question it seemed at least a little dangerous, but it was a massive turn-on.
Naomi guided me into her pussy. She felt wetter than usual. I tried to thrust, but she still had her fingers around the base of my cock.
She kissed me again. She let more of me inside her. “You’re really okay with sharing every part of me with another man, with me seriously dating Derek?”
“Yes,” I said. I kissed Naomi feverishly. I tried to fuck her. She maintained her grip on my cock.
Her free hand moved to my cheek. She caressed it and then held it there. She looked into my eyes.
“Do you want me to fall in love with him?” she asked.
It was the first time she’d asked that. It was the first time I’d been called upon to directly confront that. I’d asked her if she wanted to fall in love with Derek, but Naomi hadn’t turned it around on me.
In truth, I didn’t think about it much in the moment. My answer was purely instinctual. “Yes!” I said. I was emphatic about it because when she asked me the question I felt a kind of arousal I’d genuinely never experienced before. It was a head to toe kind of thing. It was so overpowering I likely would have fallen to my knees if I was standing. To me, that was my body answering for my brain. That was me inherently knowing it’s what I wanted. It was my purest reaction, the truth minus all the other considerations.
Naomi released my cock and I began to fuck her immediately. I was too turned on to make love to her. She didn’t seem to mind, either.
As I fucked my wife, I couldn’t stop thinking about her question and my answer. I couldn’t stop thinking about the fact that I absolutely wanted her to fall in love with Derek. I had no way of knowing if it would happen or what it might be like when it happened, but I wanted it.
I wanted to be a different kind of cuckold than I’d always imagined. That’s what surprised me the most. I wanted my wife to fall in love with another man. I wanted her to date him. I wanted her to develop deep, beautiful feelings for him. I wanted to experience all of it as her husband. I didn’t want to lose her, I just wanted to be there for the intense, thrilling part of a new relationship. I didn’t really understand any of it outside of the fact that I was hugely turned on.
All of that was on my mind as I climaxed inside Naomi mere moments after her orgasm. It turns out we were both quite aroused on at the prospect of her developing feelings for Derek.
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After our “talk,” Naomi fully embraced being Derek’s girlfriend. It wasn’t like she immediately declared her love for him – she’d been perfectly clear that she was developing feelings for him and had a suspicion they would become more significant – but she did start to act more like she was pursuing a genuine long-term relationship with him.
Despite knowing that we were potentially playing with fire, I couldn’t help but find it all rather exciting. In truth, it enhanced what had already been exciting. As you know, I rather enjoy watching Naomi get ready for a date with Derek. Well, that got so much hotter when I knew her date was about more than getting fucked. Watching her carefully select a dress or style her hair was so much more arousing.
Every little relationship milestone between her and Derek felt exceptionally arousing. I know it might sound crazy, but I couldn’t help but get enormously aroused every step of the way.
We reached one of those milestones on a Friday night. I was watching Naomi get ready for a date with Derek. She’d gone with a more casual look than usual, though she was still gorgeous in a short, colorful sundress and a pair of flats. Her hair was wavy and she wore almost no makeup. She still looked breathtaking, of course.
“What’s with all the stuff?” I asked as I watched Naomi pack a larger bag than usual.
“I’m spending the night at Derek’s,” she said.
She hadn’t yet done that. She’d come home awfully late a few times, but this was the first time she’d be coming home the next morning. Not surprisingly, I found the idea enormously exciting.
“Really?” I said, though my voice was more lusty than questioning.
Naomi turned and smiled at me. “You like that, don’t you?”
It had been almost two months since she’d started dating Derek and we’d both long since come to terms with the idea that I absolutely loved her being with another guy.
“I love it,” I said.
I did love it. There was a part of me that was a little sad, too. It wasn’t often that Naomi and I spent the night in separate beds. Still, if it had to happen, this was unquestionably the best way for it to happen.
Naomi packed a change of clothes along and said, “He’s taking me out to brunch in the morning. I’ll come home after that, okay?”
“Of course,” I said.
“Oh, and there’s one more thing,” Naomi said as she moved closer.
I could see a hint of concern in her eyes. Whatever she was about to say, she wasn’t sure how I was going to react. There was a time when it would have worried me. I didn’t feel worried, though. Mostly, I felt intrigued.
Naomi took my hands in hers and said, “Derek and I are going to start having unprotected sex.”
As you might imagine, I was hit with an immediate and incredible sense of lust as she shared her very naughty little detail.
“He got tested last week and he’s clean, of course. I’m the only woman he’s sleeping with, and since I’m on the pill we both decided it was time,” Naomi continued.
Naomi reached down and played with my cock, which had grown half hard without being touched. We hadn’t really talked about Derek cumming inside her, but obviously I loved the idea. It was so sexy.
As her fingers stroked me through my pants, Naomi leaned in and whispered, “You like that another man is going to cum inside me tonight, don’t you?”
I swear, I almost came. It was the way she delivered the naughty line and the exceptional lust in her voice that thrilled me beyond words.
“I do,” I whispered in response. “I can’t even tell you how much I like it.”
“Don’t worry,” Naomi said softly. “You don’t have to tell me, baby. I know what my husband likes. I know what you need.”
It had been obvious for quite some time that Naomi was on board with my fantasy, but that was the first time she’d talked like that about it, like she was considering my needs along with hers as her relationship with Derek evolved. It made me think that part of her desire to have Derek cum inside her was because she knew I’d find it exceptionally arousing.
“You’re welcome to masturbate tonight, but it might be even more exciting for you if you wait until tomorrow. I think we could have some very naughty fun together,” Naomi said as she released my cock and gathered her things.
“That sounds wonderful,” I said, though I honestly wasn’t sure if I could resist masturbating. I knew I’d have trouble thinking about anything other than Naomi and Derek having unprotected sex, likely more than once.
Naomi then gave me a long kiss and departed for her boyfriend’s house.
I won’t lie, it was a long night. I somehow managed to hold off on masturbating, though I did play with my cock a little bit here and there. It just felt too good. I’d close my eyes and imagine Derek fucking my wife without a barrier between them. I’d imagine him filling her with cum as Naomi wrapped her legs around him and urged him to release his seed inside her.
I didn’t cum, though. I wanted to save that for when Naomi got home. I wanted whatever fun she had in mind to be as arousing as possible.
It was a little after 11 a.m. when I received a message from Naomi. It was a picture of her and Derek at brunch. They were sitting next to each other with their food in front of them and they were sharing a kiss while she took a selfie.
There was so much about it that triggered my particular brand of cuckold lust. They looked very much like a real couple on a date, which they were. The kiss was flirty and fun. They’d chosen to sit next to each other instead of across from each other, which people often do when they’re first falling for each other. They just wanted to be close.
I wondered if Naomi had taken the picture specifically so she could send it to me, or if she’d snapped it because she wanted a memento of a really nice date with Derek and it just happened to carry the extra benefit of being useful for teasing and arousing me. I also couldn’t help but wonder if she had Derek’s cum inside her as they sat at brunch. There was absolutely nothing to indicate that, of course, but I still thought about it.
All of if left me rather aroused, which must have been her overall purpose in sending the picture. She wanted to tease her husband (in a good way) while she was on a date with her boyfriend. It honestly felt perfect.
It also fueled by my fantasies and desires for the next three hours, as Naomi didn’t get home until a little after 2 p.m. She came through the door with a gorgeous smile on her face and a beautiful bounce in her step.
As had happened so often since she started dating Derek, Naomi jumped into my arms and kissed me after getting home. I loved that she seemed so overjoyed to see me. It always helped to reassure that we weren’t destroying our marriage and that we might have been strengthening it.
“How was your night?” Naomi asked.
“Torturous,” I answered, “but in the best way possible. How was yours?”
“Incredible in every way,” she answered before kissing me again. “My morning was incredible too. Everything was incredible.”
I hadn’t seen her in such a good mood in a long time. It was wonderful.
“Come,” she said while walking towards the bedroom. “I take it that you managed not to masturbate?”
“That’s right,” I said as we walked into the bedroom.
Naomi hopped into the bed and spread her legs. She pulled up here dress and revealed a pair of blue cotton panties with an obvious wet spot.
“Is that?” I asked.
“It is,” she said.
Derek’s cum was leaking out of her. For a few moments I couldn’t do anything but stare at it. It was genuinely mesmerizing.
“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Naomi said.
I looked up at her and saw the broad, beautiful smile on my wife’s face. I saw that she really did think it was beautiful that her boyfriend had cum inside her.
“The sex was even better, honey,” Naomi continued. “I came even harder knowing that he was going to cum inside me. I can’t really explain it, but it felt so much better. It was the same way for him.”
I snapped out of my lust-fueled state and moved on top of my wife. I was still dressed, but only because I wanted to prolong the pleasure a bit. I wanted to hear a little about the fun she’d had, because I knew once I plunged into her pussy I wasn’t going to last long.
“So I guess he came inside you more than once,” I said before leaning down and kissing Naomi’s neck.
Her hand moved to the back of my head and ran through my hair as she moaned. Her legs wrapped gently around me.
“Three times last night and twice today,” Naomi said, “and each time it was incredible.”
I was always amazed and aroused at the volume of sex Naomi had with Derek. She and I had never really gone more than twice in a day, and they routinely fucked three or four times in a single evening.
This was unquestionably hotter. They hadn’t just had sex five times. Derek had cum inside my wife five times. He’d released five loads of his semen inside her body. Contemplating it as I kissed her neck and rubbed my crotch into hers was an arousing experience on par with few I’d ever had before.
“He wants me to start spending the night more often, honey,” Naomi said before pulling my lips to hers for a long tongue kiss.
She wasn’t asking permission. She was telling me that she was going to be spending more time with Derek because she knew I’d find it arousing.
“How often?” I asked between kisses.
Naomi’s hands grasped my ass and she gave it a good squeeze. She closed her legs tighter around me and we dry humped like teenagers. In the moment it felt impossibly sexy.
“At least once a week,” Naomi answered me.
At first I felt an uncomfortable sense of jealousy. Once a week seemed like a lot, and she was clearly leaving the door open for it to be more than once a week. At the same time, it was exceptionally hot.
“Is that going to be okay?” Naomi asked as she unzipped my pants and reached inside them to pull out my cock. “Are you going to be okay with me spending a lot more time with my boyfriend?”
Despite the fact that she’d been dating Derek for two months, it never ceased to arouse me when she called him her boyfriend. Every time it was thrilling. I always took that as a strong confirmation of just how much of a cuckold I was.
I groaned as she stroked my cock. It felt impossibly good. “Yes, that’s okay. It’s wonderful, in fact,” I answered.
Naomi released my cock for a moment to pull aside her panties. We kissed as she wrapped her fingers around my erection once more. She rubbed the head around the entrance to her body.
“Do you want to fuck me?” she asked before kissing me again. She wanted me to have to wait to answer. She wanted to tease me a little more, both with her tongue dancing in my mouth and the way she was rubbing me over her perfect, wet, cum-filled pussy.
“Yes, desperately,” I answered when Naomi released my lips from hers.
“Even though you know I’m filled with another man’s cum?” she asked.
Naomi knew that would only make me want to fuck her more. She was playing with me, and she was doing it perfectly.
“Especially because you’re filled with another man’s cum,” I answered. It was the absolute truth. I was exceedingly turned on because she had Derek’s cum inside her. I wanted to feel it. I wanted sloppy seconds.
“You don’t mind using his cum as lube?” Naomi asked.
It felt like such a naughty thing to say. It was spectacularly vivid, that’s for sure. I couldn’t help but imagine her pussy being completely filled with Derek’s cum as my cock slid inside her. I imagined her cunt welcoming me and my dick swimming in another man’s seed as I fucked her.
“I want to,” I answered. There was no point in being anything other than completely honest. I wanted to use another man’s cum as lube while I fucked my wife.
Naomi smiled, guided my cock inside her wet pussy, and kissed me. Despite my insane sense of lust, I took my time. I let my cock bottom out in my wife’s cum-filled cunt. I enjoyed the obvious sensation of someone else’s semen inside her. There was no question it was different. I could absolutely feel it, and the idea that it was Derek’s load only made it that much hotter.
It was far wetter than usual, which was no surprise. There was less friction, too, but that didn’t stop it from being intensely pleasurable. I was so worked up that I knew it wasn’t going to be long before I came.
“Fuck, Naomi, your pussy feels so good,” I said between low, lusty moans.
“You mean my cum-filled pussy?” she asked as her hands grasped my ass and pulled me closer. “Add your cum to his, honey. Add your cum to Derek’s,” she encouraged me.
At that point I couldn’t hold back. At Naomi’s urging I came inside her. The notion that I was the second man to cum inside her that day was more than enough to make it a genuinely mind-bending orgasm.
When it was over my mind was awash in pure cuckold joy. It was almost perfect. There was just one little thing that bothered me.
“You didn’t cum, did you?” I asked.
Naomi smiled as she ran her fingers through my hair. “I’ve already had four orgasms today, honey. I don’t need another.” She kissed me softly.
I believed her, but it didn’t stop me from feeling a little insecure. Derek had made her cum four times. I hadn’t made her cum once. It deepened my sense of being a cuckold, but it did worry me a little.
Despite that worry, I was overjoyed with the experience. Naomi’s first unprotected sex with Derek had been a resounding success and I’d enjoyed a great orgasm as a result. All told, I couldn’t wait for where our journey was going to take us next.
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Sometimes, I’m not as observant as I’d like to be. I’ll give you an example. This happened about three months into Naomi’s relationship with Derek. She’d given me a list of things to get at the drug store. It was all the basics. Toilet paper, Advil, Band-Aids, etc.
She’d also put condoms on the list. I bought those condoms without thinking about it. In fact, I found it kind of thrilling to buy them.
It wasn’t until I was driving home that I realized Naomi no longer had any need for condoms. She’d been having unprotected sex with Derek for a month and I didn’t wear condoms. I was genuinely befuddled.
When I got home, the condoms were the first thing I pulled out of the bag. I gave Naomi a questioning look and asked, “What are these for? Are you going off the pill?”
That was literally the only reason I could come up with. Nothing else made any sense. Of course, Naomi had a perfectly good reason.
She patted the couch cushion next to her, inviting me to sit down. She had a sweet, almost sympathetic look on her face.
“I was going to tell you about this tonight,” Naomi said as I sat down next to her. “But there’s no sense in making you wait.” She took my hand, looked into my eyes, and said, “The condoms are for you, honey.”
“Wait, what?” I asked. I was genuinely surprised, though in hindsight it made some sense. Why else would she have had me buy condoms?
“I know this might feel like a lot to take in, but I want Derek to be the only man that gets to cum inside me,” Naomi explained.
It felt like she’d dropped a bit of a bomb, honestly, but it wasn’t all bad. I mean, it felt like the kind of thing a wife might say to her cuckold husband. She was dating Derek, after all. They were far more than fuck buddies, so despite being surprising, it didn’t strike me as being entirely unreasonable.
“Was this your idea?” I asked.
“Sort of,” Naomi said. She smiled and looked away from me. I couldn’t help but wonder if she was thinking about Derek, about some lovely moment they’d had or some conversation I hadn’t been a part of. I felt genuinely jealous.
When she turned back to me, Naomi said, “Derek brought it up, but not in a demanding way. He just said that he felt a little weird knowing that you were also cumming inside me.”
“Oh. Well, I guess I can see that,” I said. For me it obviously wasn’t weird. I’d been gleefully cumming inside Naomi whenever she would let me for the last month. Honestly, the fact that Derek’s cum was inside her with such frequency made it a whole lot hotter for me. I could see why Derek, who definitely wasn’t a cuckold, would have the opposite experience though.
“So you’ll be okay wearing condoms from now on?” Naomi asked.
I know it might sound a little crazy, but I felt like intense kind of love for my wife in that moment. Mostly it was because she seemed completely on board with what had been my fantasy and she seemed to be going deeper with it without even knowing it. After all, I’d read about cuckolds being denied the ability to cum inside their wives.
“Honestly, it seems kind of hot,” I said.
Now it was Naomi’s turn to look surprised. “Really?” It seemed like she was surprised by my seeming arousal at what was absolutely a form of denial.
“Yeah,” I answered. “It’s kind of hard to explain, I guess, but there’s a part of me that finds it kind of arousing to know that someone else is getting to enjoy something with you that I’m not getting to enjoy.”
I saw this flash of lust on Naomi’s face. I don’t know if it was because she felt the same way, if she was thinking about having sex with Derek, or if she really liked that I seemed to be aroused by what she wanted to do with her boyfriend, but she was full of desire regardless.
“So, it doesn’t bother you that as long as I’m with Derek your cock isn’t going to feel my pussy without a layer of latex between us,” Naomi said.
She didn’t just say it flatly, though. There was absolutely lust in her voice. She was playing with me. She was trying to turn me on.
“No, it doesn’t,” I answered. I could feel the desire between my legs. I was in that place where I wasn’t sporting a throbbing erection but I was absolutely turned on in a crazy kind of way.
Naomi moved closer and gave me an impossibly soft kiss. Her lips gently brushed against mine for just a second. It was perfect.
“You don’t mind that you’re going to have to cum in a condom and that Derek is going to cum inside me?” she whispered.
Naomi’s hand moved between my legs and grasped my half hard cock as I said, “I think I like it.”
She spread her legs, grabbed my hand, and guided it to her pussy. I pressed my fingers against her panties. I could feel the intense heat emanating from her.
Naomi looked at me as she continued to play with my cock and said, “I think I like it too.”
I pulled aside her panties and pushed two fingers inside her. She was soaking wet. There was no doubt she liked it. She was probably thinking about Derek, too, but she was exceptionally turned on.
I wanted to have sex. I wanted to put on a condom and fuck my wife with protection for the first time in years. I was certain we were going to. Naomi seemed so immensely aroused that I was certain she wouldn’t be able to resist.
Then her phone rang. Her gaze turned to the coffee table. Derek’s name was on the screen. Her boyfriend was calling.
Naomi smiled at me and reached for her phone. “Hey you,” she said in an exceptionally sensual voice.
Derek was out of town for a week. They’d been talking almost every day and texting constantly. I figured this was their scheduled time for the day. I silently cursed my bad luck, though I couldn’t help but smile a little. My wife’s scheduled phone call with her boyfriend had gotten in the way of my sex life. There was a part of it that seemed utterly absurd, too.
“Actually, I already talked to him,” Naomi said.
I looked at her. I didn’t know that Derek had been aware of the conversation Naomi was going to have with me, though it wasn’t the least bit surprising. Of course he knew. They’d talked about it.
Naomi smiled as our eyes locked. “Yes, he’s okay with it.”
Derek said something that made Naomi smile. Part of me wished he was on speaker phone so I could be part of the entire conversation.
“Yes, you’re the only one that gets to cum inside me now.”
Again Naomi smiled, only this time I was certain I detected a little bit of lust behind her smile. I decided to see if she was willing to let me have a little fun. I reached up under her dress, pulled off her panties, and got on my knees between her legs.
Naomi reached down and guided me to her pussy, as I was hoping she would. I loved that I could see the wetness of her arousal and I felt a remarkably strong desire to taste her and to hear that beautiful moan of pleasure.
“Take your cock out for me, baby,” Naomi said.
She wasn’t talking to me, though. It was the first time I’d ever heard her refer to Derek in that kind of way. I wasn’t usually present for their conversations and I found it thrilling to hear her refer to him as “baby.”
“Stroke it for me. Stroke it for me and think of my pussy. Think of the pussy you love so much,” Naomi said to her boyfriend.
I licked her pussy eagerly as Naomi talked to her boyfriend. I imagined his big cock sliding into her pussy. I imagined him cumming inside her. I thought about how I was now forbidden from doing so and I honestly couldn’t help but feel an exceptionally powerful kind of arousal.
“Are you hard for me, baby?” Naomi said to Derek.
She moaned at his answer. She was moaning for him. She was trying to make him feel good by expressing her desire for him.
“I wish you were here. I wish I could feel you inside me. You have no idea how badly I miss you,” Naomi whispered in a low, lusty voice.
For me, this was an entirely different experience. Naomi and I had fooled around while she talked about loving sex with Derek, of course, but actually hearing her express her desires to him felt like something else entirely. Honestly, it was so much more exciting.
While I felt like masturbating, I resisted. I concentrated on licking my wife’s pussy. I licked her pussy while she was thinking about another man inside her.
“Yeah? You want to see my lips around your cock? Of course I would, baby. A good girlfriend is happy to suck her man’s cock, after all,” Naomi said.
I can’t tell you how hot it was to listen to Naomi talk like that. I mean, it was the most incredible thing in the world. Everything about it was intense. She was talking about going down on him. She was talking about how she wanted to be a good girlfriend for him (that was probably the hottest part for me).
“Can you feel my lips on your cock, baby? Can you feel me doing that thing with my tongue that you love? Can you feel me sucking on your big dick while I look up at you?”
I loved that Naomi apparently did something special when she went down on Derek. I wondered if it was something she’d done for me before or if it was something she’d come up with just for him. I kind of liked the idea that it was the latter.
“I’m so wet for you, Derek,” Naomi said as she looked down at me. “Fuck me, Derek. Put your perfect cock inside me and fuck me. Fill me. Make me cum.”
I continued my tongue’s rhythmic massage of my wife’s clit. It wasn’t lost on me that she was moaning for another man and thinking about that man fucking her while I was busy between her legs. I was going to make her cum, but she was imagining Derek’s cock buried inside her.
“Yes! Yes! Yes!” Naomi cried out. She was close. “Cum inside me, baby! Cum inside me!”
Derek groaned loud enough that I could hear it. He was cumming. Seconds later, Naomi climaxed too. She grabbed my head and held it between her legs as her thighs trembled.
Afterwards, Naomi gently pushed me away. I rested on my knees and looked up at her. She had this beautiful look on her face, like she was in a place of perfect pleasure.
“That was incredible, baby,” Naomi said. She was looking at me, but she was talking to Derek. I found it exceptionally hot.
“I know. It’s just a few days. I can’t wait to see you again.” Again she was looking right at me. I felt a fairly strong urge to look away, like I was experiencing an intimate moment meant for just two people, but I couldn’t. I don’t think she wanted me to, either.
“I love you,” Naomi said.
It was the first time I’d heard her say it to him. My immediate reaction was intense. It was a strange mixture of desire, jealousy, and anxiety.
Naomi put her phone on the coffee table and looked at me. Neither of us said anything. I think she was trying to gauge my reaction. I had no idea what she saw on my face. It could have been so many different emotions.
Naomi opened the box of condoms and pulled one out. She still hadn’t said anything, but I took the hint and stripped. Once I was naked, she pulled me closer and tore open the condom wrapper. She gently rolled it down my cock and looked up at me before lying on the couch and spreading her legs.
I moved on top of her and Naomi reached down and guided me into her pussy. “I love you too,” she said.
In the moment, it felt like the perfect thing to say. She was calming my nerves while reminding me that she’d just told Derek she loved him.
Naomi’s pussy was wet enough that I honestly couldn’t feel much as I slowly fucked her. There was no question the sensations were less pleasurable with a condom on, but the lack of skin to skin contact was tempered by the cuckold thoughts raging in my head.
I thought about how Derek wasn’t going to be using condoms. I found genuine pleasure in that, which made my cock throb and brought me closer to a climax. It was a little humiliating to think about, but that seemed to add to my lust.
I kept thrusting into Naomi as I looked into her eyes and asked, “You’re really in love with him?”
I know it seems like nitpicking, but I wanted confirmation. I wanted to hear her say that she was in love with him, not just that she loved him. It seems like a small difference, but she could have been saying “I love you,” because he said it to her first and she didn’t want him to feel bad.
“Yes, honey. I’m in love with Derek,” Naomi said as she wrapped her legs around me and pulled me closer. Her hands found the back of my head and pulled my lips to hers for a slow kiss.
It was all too much. I came in the condom. Even thinking about the fact that I was cumming in a condom instead of inside my wife was arousing. It was like a perfect storm of pleasure, though there was a healthy dose of anxiety mixed in too.
In the immediate aftermath of my orgasm, I couldn’t help but consider how absurd the whole evening was. My wife had informed me I wouldn’t be allowed to cum inside her anymore. Then I’d gone down on her while she had phone sex with her boyfriend. Then I listened as she told another man she loved him. Then I fucked her and came the moment she confirmed she was, in fact, in love with that other man.
It wasn’t lost on me that most men would have found the whole thing horrifying. I didn’t, though. There was absolutely a sense of anxiety, jealousy, and plenty of worry in the days that would come. Of course there was. There was plenty of arousal, too. There was lots of good sex, too. It was incredible.
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After sharing that she’d fallen in love with Derek, Naomi was wonderfully sensitive towards my potential feelings on the matter. She checked in almost daily to make sure I was still okay with everything and I got the impression that she would break it off with him if I felt as though things had gone too far.
The truth was, I couldn’t help but feel an almost constant sense of desire. I knew that there was a certain kind of danger at the core of my desire. After all, the thing that thrilled me was that my wife had fallen in love with another man. She still slept in our bed most nights and she and I still shared physical intimacy, so it wasn’t like she was leaving me for him. There was just something about the notion that she’d developed deep emotional feelings for him that I really liked.
It was a few weeks after she’d told me of her love for Derek that I began a line of inquiry that led to a rather delightful evening for me.
It began with a simple question. “Have you ever considered inviting Derek to spend the night here?” I asked as Naomi and I laid in bed one evening.
“At our house?” Naomi said as she rolled over and draped her arm across my chest. “I’ve considered it, yes. I haven’t asked, though. He hasn’t brought it up either. I kind of figured it was something we were both leaving unsaid.”
“Would you like him to spend the night here?” I asked her as I ran my fingers up the soft skin of her arm.
“Would you?” Naomi shot back with a sense of genuine surprise in her voice.
I rolled onto my side and took a moment to marvel at how beautiful my wife was before gathering my thoughts.
“I’ve thought about it quite a bit, to be honest, and yes, I’d love it if you asked Derek to spend the night with you in our bed. I don’t know that I could fully explain it, but the idea of being in the guest bedroom while your boyfriend is in here with you is really hot to me.”
Naomi smiled and caressed my cheek. Her touch felt exquisite.
“Derek doesn’t seem to have any problem with the fact that I’m married, but he’s not really into participating in turning you on, if you know what I mean. I don’t think he’d be okay with you watching us have sex, for instance.”
That didn’t come as a surprise to me, but it wasn’t what I wanted. To me, the thrill was in simply knowing that Naomi was sleeping in our bed with another man.
“I know,” I said. “I’m totally okay with that. In fact, there’s a chance I’d find it even more thrilling if I didn’t get to watch. I feel like there would be something so irresistibly sexy in knowing that you’re making love to another man in the next room and I just have to lie in the guest bed and listen.”
Naomi smiled. I wasn’t sure if she fully understood what I found so arousing about her having a boyfriend, but I loved that she never seemed to judge my desires. If anything, she happily went along with them.
“So, would you be okay with mostly staying out of our way if I invited Derek to spend the night? I see us cuddling up on the couch and watching a movie together, maybe with some food and wine. Kind of like a date night at home before we adjourn to the bedroom. I don’t know if he’d stay for breakfast in the morning, but he might.”
“So, would you want me to just stay in the guest bedroom as soon as he came over?” I asked.
“No, you wouldn’t need to be invisible. Think of it like you’re my roommate instead of my husband. If we were roommates and my boyfriend was coming over, you might shake his hand real quick and then you’d probably just go about your business while he and I spent the night together, right? It’s not like you’d sit down and have dinner with us when you know we’re trying to have a little romantic time together, right?”
It struck me as the perfect way to explain it. I also found it kind of thrilling. I didn’t want to actually become her roommate, but the idea of being relegated to that status for a night while Derek became the man that enjoyed all of her romantic affection was actually pretty hot.
“I can definitely do that,” I said.
Naomi kissed me softly and smiled. “It would be perfectly normal for a roommate to take a few trips to the kitchen for a snack, and maybe you’d happen to see us snuggled up on the couch or indulging in a bit of kissing. That would be fun, wouldn’t it?”
The whole idea was exciting to me. I loved the idea of catching a glimpse of Naomi making out with her boyfriend as I strolled by the living room. Even seeing her snuggled with him on our couch seemed impossibly hot.
I kissed her and let my lips linger against hers for a spell. It felt so good. “That would be more fun than you can possibly know,” I whispered.
Naomi’s hand disappeared under the covers and between my legs. She found my hard cock and rubbed it through my underwear.
“I think I have some idea of how much this excites you,” she said.
I kissed her again and Naomi freed my cock to stroke me. Her grip was soft and her fingers felt utterly perfect as she offered me pleasure.
“Get a condom,” she said.
I reached into the nightstand and grabbed a condom while Naomi pulled off her panties and tossed aside the sheets.
“Here, give it to me,” she said.
I handed Naomi the condom and she carefully tore it open as I crawled closer. She grabbed my cock and gave the head a quick kiss before looking up at me.
“We’ve got to wrap him up. After all, only one man gets to cum inside me,” she said while covering my stiff cock in the condom. “And you’re not that man, are you?”
I can’t tell you how erotic I found that little bit of teasing. I felt this incredible sense of desire spread through my loins. It was damn near overpowering.
“You’re the best wife ever,” I said. It was silly, but it was absolutely true.
Naomi giggled and rolled onto her back. She spread her legs and said, “Fuck me.”
I did just that. I fucked my wife as I imagined Derek sleeping in our bed while I was in the guest room. I imagined them having date night at our house. I imagined acting like her roommate. I imagined her and Derek making love in our bed.
I managed to hold off long enough for Naomi to cum. Moments later I spilled my load into the condom and collapsed on top of my wife.
“You’re incredible,” I said.
“So are you,” she replied as her hands moved over my back. “I’ll talk to Derek about coming over this weekend. Maybe it won’t be long before another man spends the night in our bed.”
The idea was impossibly exciting to me. From the tone of her voice, it sounded like Naomi had come around to it too.
I know it might sound a little weird, but I liked that Naomi dressed casually for her evening with Derek. She still looked sexy as hell, of course, but she was in a pair of jeans (not the skintight kind) and a loose, off the shoulder sweater that looked both impossibly soft and rather fetching on her.
To me, it signaled that she felt really comfortable with him. She didn’t need to look like a drop dead gorgeous goddess. She did choose a brand new, exceptionally sexy black lace bra and panty set though. That wasn’t the slightest bit surprising, of course.
When Derek arrived he and Naomi shared a tight embrace and a long, romantic kiss in our foyer. I loved the way she lifted up onto her toes for the kiss and the way her hands moved to the back of his head as their bodies seemed to meld together while their tongues met.
“I missed you so much,” Naomi said as she ran her hands over Derek’s arms. It had been just a handful of days since she’d seen him, which only made her comment more arousing.
“I missed you too,” Derek replied with a smile. He clearly liked knowing that Naomi had such strong feelings for him.
I was introduced to Derek shortly thereafter, though it wasn’t anything more than a handshake and a quick nod. After that, I was expected to act like Naomi’s roommate, which is exactly what I did. I excused myself after shaking his hand and spent the rest of my night doing my best to be inconspicuous while trying to catch as many glimpses of the happy couple as I could.
Naomi opened a bottle of wine and set an array of snacks out on the coffee table as they snuggled up on the couch and started a movie.
I managed to watch from down the hall as Naomi pressed her body against his on the couch. It was romantic, and genuinely so. Every little thing she did was a sign of affection for the other man in her life.
It’s a little embarrassing to admit, but I couldn’t stop myself from getting hard as I watched it. I found it legitimately enthralling to see her act like his girlfriend. I thought about slipping into the office or the guest bedroom to masturbate, but that only seemed like it would ruin the fun.
Mostly, I stayed in the office. I didn’t really do any work. I puttered around online, but I couldn’t tell you anything I looked at. Instead, I was listening.
I couldn’t really make out anything they were saying. It was just laughter – I think they were watching some kind of romantic comedy – and little snippets of conversation that weren’t loud enough for me to make out any of the words.
I took more trips to the bathroom than were necessary because that allowed me to get a view down the hallway and into the living room.
The first time I saw Derek’s arm around Naomi. She was curled up on the couch and they were both staring at the TV. They looked impossibly comfortable together and it seemed like they fit really well. I actually got super jealous when I witnessed that.
The second time I slipped out they were kissing. It wasn’t a friendly kind of peck on the cheek kiss, either. It was a full on make out session. Which made perfect sense. Of course that’s what they were doing. That was the whole point of him coming over.
I made a point of walking to the kitchen for that one. I did it quietly – I didn’t want to interrupt, after all – but I got a close up view of my wife passionately kissing another man and it was incredible. If she’d have walked into the kitchen at that moment she would have seen a throbbing erection between my legs.
I gently opened the refrigerator to pull out a beer and it was moments after I shut it that I heard Naomi say, “I love you, Derek.
“I love you too, Naomi,” he replied.
That was an incredible moment. I’ve never felt so much in one short span of time. I’ll admit to feeling nearly overwhelmed with jealousy and that kind of anxiety that I know is so common amongst cuckolds.
Of course, it was tempered by a significant sense of arousal. It was intense to hear Naomi say it to a man sitting in our living room, to a man she was going to take to our bed that night. I really think that’s what made it so different than when I’d heard her say it on the phone. She wasn’t just saying it, she was acting on it. She’d invited Derek to our home. She was enjoying a casual evening with him. She was making out with him. She was going to sleep with him in our bed.
It’s hard to describe just how intense the feelings were, but it bordered on overwhelming. For a few moments I couldn’t move. I just stood in the kitchen trying not to topple over. Eventually, I took my beer and walked back to the office.
It was a little while later that the beer had run through me and prompted a trip to the bathroom. I looked down the hallway and happened to catch a glimpse of Naomi’s head moving up and down in Derek’s lap. It was astonishing. My wife was blowing another man in our living room.
All I could see was the look of pleasure on his face and the back of her head moving up and down. It struck me as hotter than if I’d been able to see her lips around his cock. I think it’s because it made me focus on the fact that Naomi was eagerly giving him pleasure. Derek was sitting on our couch with my wife’s lips around his cock. She wasn’t thinking about me. She was thinking about him and how badly she wanted to make him feel good.
I couldn’t just stand there and watch. I knew that wasn’t allowed. I had to pull myself away from it, though. My cock was hard as I stepped into the bathroom and stood over the toilet. I couldn’t stop thinking about Naomi’s head moving up and down and the look of pure, overwhelming joy on Derek’s face.
Anticipating that Naomi and Derek would soon move to our bedroom, I went to the guest bedroom and left the door open a crack. I wasn’t sure if I’d be able to hear them making love, but I wanted to give myself every chance.
It wasn’t long after that I heard their footsteps. “I want you to make love me,” Naomi said as she walked past the guest bedroom door. I was absolutely certain she timed it purposefully. She wanted me to hear her. I saw it as a kindness, as her giving me a delightfully arousing gift.
While I certainly would have preferred to watch, I found it thrilling to have to put my imagination to use. At first, I didn’t hear much of anything. Then, I heard the low rumble of Derek’s moans. I assumed Naomi was going down on him again.
Then her moans, which were a little louder than usual. She was putting on a show for me. I imagined Derek between her legs, licking and fingering Naomi’s pussy to get her all hot and bothered.
Soon I heard the unmistakable, rhythmic moans of sex. I heard Naomi cry out, “Yes!” numerous times. I heard her absolute, overwhelming desire to have Derek inside her, to have him making love to her in our bed.
I actually didn’t masturbate much, mostly because I knew that the moment I gave my cock a good stroking I’d cum. I’d never been so turned on in my life. It was a combination of a dozen different things, all of which had concentrated between my legs to drive me absolutely wild.
As Naomi’s moans grew louder, I knew she was close to cumming. I knew she was letting me know. Then I heard her say, “Cum inside me!” That’s when I grabbed hold of my cock and stroked. I closed my eyes and imagined Derek’s cock pushing in and out of my wife’s pussy. I imagined her arms and legs wrapped tightly around him. I imagined them both lost in their lust.
When I heard Derek groan and Naomi moan joyfully, I came. I came right along with them. In the immediate aftermath, I couldn’t help but smile at the notion that my wife had just cum on her boyfriend’s cock, he’d just cum inside her, and I’d just cum into a towel in the guest bedroom. I’d truly never felt more like a cuckold.
It wasn’t my alarm or sunlight streaming through the windows that woke me up in the morning. It was the sound of Naomi making love to her boyfriend once more. It was just as beautiful as the night before.
Once again lust flooded my body. The simple notion that another man was having sex with my wife in our bed was arousing enough. It wasn’t just another man though. It was her boyfriend. It was someone she was in love with. That made it so much hotter. In fact, I came long before she and Derek finished that morning. I couldn’t hold back. I was far too aroused.
It was less than an hour later that Naomi popped her head into the guest bedroom and said, “Derek and I are going out for breakfast. I’ll be back in a little while.”
“See you then,” I said.
I honestly couldn’t wait for her to get home. It didn’t take long for me to find my desire once more. It thrilled me that they’d woken up, made love, showered together, and headed out for breakfast. It was like they were a real couple. I loved it.
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I was amazed that Naomi’s desire never seemed to fade. Even after she’d been with Derek she was almost always willing to be with me, too, and she seemed to have no trouble cumming when we were together.
It’s because of her willingness that I remember the first time she denied me. There wasn’t anything cruel about it; don’t get me wrong. It was actually kind of sweet, and it probably won’t surprise you to know that I ended up finding it kind of arousing.
It began with a foot massage. We were watching TV and Naomi was wearing a pair of navy blue pajama shorts with lace trim. I don’t think they were designed to be overtly sexy, but I still found them impossibly arousing.
I started by rubbing her calves. Her skin was smooth and soft and it felt good just to touch her. We were both still watching TV, but Naomi would moan appreciatively every few minutes as I touched her.
That led to the foot massage. I really like making her feel good and it takes almost no effort to rub her feet, so I figured I would go for it. Not surprisingly, Naomi thoroughly enjoyed it.
“That feels incredible, honey,” she said at one point.
That kind of stuff always makes me smile. It’s such a small thing, but I like knowing that I’m responsible for making her feel good in any way.
The foot rub then extended to moving my hands up her legs. I’d get closer and closer to her crotch and I could see the look of pleasure on her face. I know Naomi well enough to be able to spot arousal when it happens for her, and it was definitely happening as I rubbed her.
She wasn’t wearing any panties beneath her pajama shorts, so I was able to slip my fingers inside them and tease her pussy a few times. It was enough to confirm that she was quite wet and to help arouse her even more.
Not surprisingly, all of this made my cock hard. It was foreplay, basically, and it got us both worked up. I figured I would go for it, so I moved in for a kiss. Naomi returned it eagerly and soon we were full-on fooling around.
I lifted the tank top she was wearing and sucked on her nipples as she moaned and ran her fingers through my hair. She played with my cock through my shorts. I slipped a hand into her shorts and fingered her pussy.
Then I moved to get up. “Where are you going?” Naomi asked.
“To get a condom,” I answered.
It still felt a little weird to have to put on a condom to fuck my wife, but I still found it arousing that Derek was the only man allowed to cum inside her.
What surprised me was that Naomi stopped me. “No, not tonight,” she said.
“No condom?” I asked. I knew that probably wasn’t what she meant, but I was hopeful.
“No, honey,” Naomi said softly. “No sex tonight.”
I sat on the couch and turned to my wife. She looked impossibly beautiful and my cock still throbbed.
“Why?” I asked.
Naomi sat up and rubbed my thigh. She gave me a sweet, sympathetic look and said, “I know this might sound a little crazy, but I’m seeing Derek tomorrow and I want to save myself for him. I want to be all worked up for him, for his body, for his cock.”
We kissed as Naomi unzipped my shorts and pulled out my dick. Her tongue explored my mouth while her fingers wrapped around my shaft and stroked me.
Her voice was breathless as she asked, “Is that okay? Would you be okay with a handjob?”
I nodded and kissed her again. I’m honestly not sure if I would have preferred a lusty, cuckold-fueled handjob or the chance to fuck her. Both seemed like deeply satisfying outcomes in their own way.
“Wait here,” Naomi said.
I sat and watched her walk to the bedroom. She returned soon after, having stripped out of her clothes. She was holding a condom in her hand as she sauntered down the hallway with an irresistible, exaggerated sway in her hips.
I knew she wasn’t going to fuck me, so I wasn’t sure what the condom was for. I was curious to find out, though.
Naomi placed the condom on the armrest and straddled me. We kissed and then she offered her breasts. I sucked her nipples and listened to my wife moan as she caressed my hair.
“You don’t mind waiting until after Derek has had me, do you?” Naomi asked.
There was something about her phrasing that I loved. She was implying that she’d be giving herself to Derek instead of me.
I looked up at her and smiled. “Is it crazy that I like it?”
Naomi kissed my forehead and said, “It’s not crazy at all. It just means that you and I perfect for each other.”
“Do you wish he was here right now?” I asked. “Do you wish you were straddling him? Do you wish you could sink down onto his cock and make love to him on our couch?”
We didn’t indulge in a great deal of talk like that, but I couldn’t resist. My desire was fueled by her denial in favor of Derek and I wanted more. I wanted to deepen that desire. I wanted to play.
“Yes,” Naomi whispered as she pulled my head against her chest. I kissed her breasts and groaned. I soaked in the reality that she was on top of me while wishing she was on top of her boyfriend.
“I wish he was here too,” I said. “I wish he was inside you. I wish I was in the office listening to you moan as he filled you.”
Naomi kissed me aggressively. It felt like I was igniting her desire with my dirty talk, like I was filling her head with the perfect fantasy and that she wanted Derek inside her as much as I did.
After the kiss she grabbed the condom and handed it to me. “Put this on,” she said. “It’ll be easier to clean up. Plus, it feels right, doesn’t it? Derek cums inside me and you cum in condoms, right?”
I tore open the condom wrapped and put it on. I liked the imagery she’d planted in my head. Derek was the one that got to cum inside her. Her boyfriend, whom she was in love with, got to spill his seed in my wife’s pussy and I got to cum in a condom when she gave me permission to enjoy her, which she’d just denied me. I’ll admit, I was thoroughly aroused by the whole thing.
Naomi climbed off of me and sat on the couch. She wrapped her fingers around my latex-wrapped cock and stroked me.
“Are you still okay with our arrangement?” she asked. “Are you still okay with Derek cumming in your wife’s pussy?”
She was probably asking a genuine question, but she delivered it in the lustiest way possible. I could feel her hot breath on my neck as she whispered into my ear. Her choice of words made it impossible to think about anything other than Derek’s cock ejaculating inside my wife.
“I love it,” I said. “I know it’s crazy, but it turns me on so much.”
It felt a little crazy to admit it. I had long since accepted that I was thoroughly aroused by Naomi having a boyfriend, but embracing the kinkier elements of it still had an aspect of danger to it. I couldn’t help but feel aroused, though.
“Mmm, it is wild, isn’t it?” Naomi said before kissing my neck. The softness of her lips sent a shiver down my spine. “My body accepts and absorbs his cum and yours ends up in a condom.”
“Which ends up in the trash,” I added, finishing her thought. It was a little extreme, but it’s where my mind went. He cums inside her and my cum gets thrown out.
“I crave him, baby,” Naomi said as she stroked me faster. “My body craves him. My pussy gets wet just thinking about him. I ache for him, for his cock, for his cum inside me.”
She was putting on a show and she was doing it for me. She was trying to make my orgasm exceptional and she was doing a great job of it. Maybe she felt bad about denying me. Maybe she was just doing what came naturally. I didn’t care. It felt so good.
“Fuck, Naomi, that feels so good,” I said.
She moved to her knees and kept stroking me while offering her breast. I kissed the soft, perky flesh and sucked on her nipples.
“Cum for me, baby. Cum in the condom. Fill it,” she urged me. Her fingers were tight around the head of my cock and she was stroking me with speed and skill.
I moaned with her nipple in my mouth. I flicked my tongue back and forth over it. Then I came. I came so hard, too. It felt so fucking good. All the naughty cuckold-fueled foreplay made my climax so much better.
“Thank you,” I said. “That was incredible.”
“My pleasure,” Naomi said with a smile as she released my cock and sat back on the couch.
Her legs spread open slightly and I looked between them and saw how wet she was.
“Do you want to cum?” I asked, essentially offering to go down on her.
A delightfully naughty smile crossed her face. “No, I want to wait.”
She wanted to wait. For Derek. For her boyfriend to fuck her. If I hadn’t just cum I might have tried to masturbate again.
“So, Derek’s birthday is in two weeks and I wanted to do something special for him,” Naomi told me one night over dinner.
“That makes sense,” I said. It made perfect sense, in fact. They were dating. They were in love. Of course she’d want to do something special for his birthday.
“Well, I bring it up because what I want to do would involve spending a little bit of money and I wanted to make sure you’d be okay with that.”
It will come as no surprise that I found the idea of my wife spending money on a special treat for her boyfriend’s birthday was actually kind of arousing. I think she could tell, too, at least if the smile that crossed her face was any indicator.
“What did you have in mind?” I asked.
“The Dodgers are playing in the afternoon on his birthday so I was thinking I’d start things off with really good seats to the game. Then I’d surprise him with a night at the Intercontinental Hotel downtown. I figured I’d buy a new lingerie set and spend the night doing anything he wanted.”
She wasn’t kidding about spending money, though calling it “a little bit” seemed a touch inaccurate. Still, I had no objections to the idea. Ours wasn’t a typical cuckold marriage. Naomi was in a genuine relationship with Derek and that requires a deeper level of commitment.
“Derek’s a lucky man to have a girlfriend as generous as you,” I said.
I couldn’t help but smile and Naomi laughed. “So you’re okay with it?”
“Of course.”
I wasn’t lying. I was absolutely okay with it. I was jealous, too. I mean, how could I not be? She was going all out for her boyfriend’s birthday in a way she hadn’t gone all out for me in quite some time.
It made perfect sense, of course. When you first fall in love with someone you tend to feel completely over the moon about them. You’re willing to do anything in the name of their happiness. That’s just how it works. Plus, it often feels more rewarding to do something big and romantic.
Still, the jealousy was there. She was putting a lot of thought and effort into making Derek feel special. Plus, she was going to do “anything he wanted” that night. What did that mean?
Let’s fast forward a couple of weeks. It was the day before Derek’s birthday. Naomi had planned everything. She’d bought the Dodgers tickets, she had the hotel room rented, and she’d gone shopping for the lingerie she was going to wear for her boyfriend.
“So, do you want to see the lingerie I’m going to wear for Derek tomorrow?” she asked as we headed towards the bedroom.
“I’d love to,” I answered.
“Good. Why don’t you wait in bed while I change?”
I watched Naomi disappear into the bathroom with a pile of lacy-looking underwear in her hand. A few minutes later she opened the door and stepped into the bedroom. She looked ravishing in a low cut, semi-sheer navy blue bodysuit with matching stockings.
“Come here,” Naomi said as she stood in the middle of the room.
I slid off the bed and walked closer.
“I figure that soon after we get to the hotel room I’ll slip into the bathroom and change into this naughty little number. I might take some time to do my hair and makeup in a more seductive way, too. Then I’ll step out of the bathroom and inform Derek that I’m his present and that he can do anything he wants with me for as long as he wants. We don’t even have to sleep if that’s what he wants. He can enjoy me all night long.”
My cock was hard. Naomi looked perfect, her perfume filled the air, and there was obvious lust in her eyes as she thought about what she was going to do with her boyfriend.
“Then I’m going to undress him,” she said as her fingers slowly undid the buttons of my shirt. “I’m going to show him that all I care about is making him feel good and making sure he has the best birthday possible.”
Naomi tossed my shirt aside and lifted my t-shirt over my head. She unbuttoned my pants and pushed them down before falling to her knees.
“Every man loves a blowjob on his birthday, so I’m going to get on my knees, pull down his underwear, and offer him my mouth. Do you think he’s going to like that honey? Do you think Derek is going to want me to suck his cock on his birthday?”
I nodded. I felt completely caught in Naomi’s seductive web. I remember thinking that Derek was the luckiest guy in the world.
My dick was hard and I certainly hoped that Naomi would give me a blowjob, but she didn’t. Of course she didn’t. That didn’t surprise me, nor did it disappoint me. If anything it only aroused me more.
She stood up and kissed me softly before saying, “After I worship his cock I’m going to lead Derek to the bed and ask him how he wants me. How do you think he’ll want me, baby? Do you think he’ll want to fuck me doggystyle? Do you think he’ll want me to get on top and please him with my pussy?”
I honestly had no idea. I’m sure Naomi had a sense for Derek’s favorite position, but she hadn’t shared it with me.
“I think he’ll want you in every position,” I said.
“I certainly hope he does,” she answered.
Naomi led me to the bed, though she didn’t offer me her body. Instead, she snuggled up next to me and grasped my cock. Her fingers moved up and down my erect shaft, skillful as ever.
“Are you jealous, baby?” she whispered.
“Yes,” I said, though it was quickly followed by a loud moan because her hand felt so good as she stroked me.
“Are you going to be jealous tomorrow night? Is it going to drive you crazy knowing that Derek gets to have me as many times as he wants me and you only get to have your hand?”
“Yes,” I answered. Of course, that jealousy was going to be tempered by intense arousal.
“Do you know what else I’m going to offer Derek tomorrow?” Naomi asked as she leaned closer.
“What?” I asked. I honestly couldn’t think of what else she could give her boyfriend.
“I’m going to offer him my ass,” she answered.
I was shocked. We’d never had anal sex. I was under the impression that Naomi had no interest, though I hadn’t really pushed for it. I felt intensely jealous at the idea of her offering it to Derek, though. As far as I knew he would be the first man to have anal sex with her.
“Anal sex? Really?” I said.
“I know. It’s not like me, and the truth is, I’m not sure Derek’s going to be interested. I’m going to offer it, though. It’s his birthday, after all, and I know he’ll be gentle.”
I closed my eyes and pictured Naomi and Derek having anal sex. I imagined it in doggystyle. I imagined her moaning as he took her anal virginity. I imagined her sense of pleasure at giving her boyfriend such a lovely gift.
“You’re an incredible girlfriend, Naomi,” I said.
“Yes, I am,” she replied. “I can be an incredible wife, too.”
“You’re always an incredible wife.”
Naomi smiled and moved between my legs. “I want you to cum in my mouth,” she said.
Her lips encircled the head of my cock and she swallowed my length with ease. It was perfect in every way. The pleasure was overwhelming and it wasn’t long before I came hard.
Naomi swallowed and smiled. “That was yummy,” she said.
I smiled. I was giddy. It was a fantastic orgasm provided by a wonderful wife. I knew the next day was going to be full of cuckold pleasure as my wife treated her boyfriend to a truly wonderful birthday. I was a lucky man.
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There have been a lot of memorable moments on our cuckolding journey. Some are big. Some are really small. There’s one particular small moment that really stands out for me.
It was a Sunday morning. Naomi had gotten home late the night before. She’d been at a party with Derek. She was supposed to be meeting a lot of his friends. It was kind of a big deal, actually, because she was letting Derek introduce her as his girlfriend. She was fully playing the part. That’s not really related to the moment, though.
I’d gotten up earlier than Naomi, which I’d been expecting. As I said, she was out really late. It’s what happened shortly after she got up that stands out.
Again, it was a small moment (though it did lead to something bigger). I heard Naomi get up, so I made my way down the hallway and into the bedroom. I managed to get a perfect view into the bathroom, which is when I saw my wife holding her birth control pills.
That, of course, wasn’t unusual. She took her pill every morning. What was unusual was the way she was holding them. She wasn’t working the pill out of its little place. She was just holding the packet and staring at it.
I definitely made a bit of a leap, but to me it seemed like Naomi didn’t want to take her pill. It seemed like she was considering just putting the packet back in the medicine cabinet and skipping the day, or going off them entirely.
I’m not sure how long she stood there and stared at the pills, but it felt like an impossibly long time. It was certainly longer than usual. Eventually, she pushed a pill out of its little holding area and swallowed it.
I remember feeling a little shaken by it. You can probably guess what I was thinking, right? I mean, how could I not think that Naomi was considering going off the pill so she could have a baby with Derek?
So, this is a little embarrassing, but I ended up walking back down the hallway and into the living room. I had to. I had an erection. I had an erection because I was thinking about my wife getting pregnant with someone else’s baby and I was embarrassed.
Naomi always washes her face after she gets up, so I had a little time to recover before she emerged from the bedroom.
“Good afternoon,” I said with a smile.
“Oh my gosh, I can’t believe I slept so late,” she said while climbing onto the couch and snuggling up next to me. 
I put my arms around her and smiled. Her body felt so good next to mine.
“I take it you had a good night?”
Naomi turned her head and looked at me. Her smile was all the answer I needed. “It was incredible, honey. Derek’s friends are so nice.” She kind of trailed off, so I added the next part.
“And the sex was pretty good too?”
Naomi laughed and kissed my cheek. “The sex is always good, though it did feel especially hot last night.”
For a few moments there was silence as we snuggled on the couch. Not surprisingly, I was picturing Naomi having sex with Derek. In my head, it was beautiful. There was something a little extra, too, because I’d convinced myself that Naomi was thinking about Derek getting her pregnant. 
“I missed you last night,” I said.
I loved the slow, sweet smile that crept across Naomi’s face. She likes that part of cuckolding a lot. She loves that I’m at home pining for her, that I can’t help but think about what she’s doing with another man while wishing I could be there. Usually we enjoy each other in some way when she gets home, but it was just too late for that.
“I hope it’s okay that I got home so late,” Naomi said. She seemed genuinely apologetic, like she was worried she’d let me down by not getting home before I fell asleep.
“Of course it is,” I offered as I kissed her forehead. “It really is. The whole point of this is for you to completely cut loose and enjoy yourself, you know? It’s about your pleasure, and mine is found through that. Plus, there was something kind of arousing about imagining you having fun and doing those wonderfully pleasurable things you do with Derek, you know?”
Something seemed to awaken in Naomi as her hand found its way to my leg and moved up my thigh.
“It was like I was possessed last night,” she whispered. “I couldn’t get enough of him. That’s why I was late. I just couldn’t leave him. I kept wanting him one more time.”
Just like that, my mind was flooded with arousal. The combination of Naomi’s fingers on my thigh, her obvious desire for Derek, and the implication that she’d spent her night fucking her boyfriend relentlessly was enough to leave me with a throbbing erection.
Naomi’s fingers found my cock through my pants and gave it a good squeeze. She stroked me slowly and sensually and whispered, “Is it okay that I stayed late so I could fuck Derek as many times as I wanted?”
It’s in moments like that one that I fall deeper in love with my wife. I mean, how could I not? She knows exactly what I want and she shows no fear about giving it to me. I loved the idea that she stayed out later than normal because she couldn’t deny herself one more round with her boyfriend.
“It’s so much better than okay,” I answered.
Naomi kissed me. It was a vigorous, fully present kiss. Her tongue was active in my mouth, which I have a genuine fondness for. She unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock. There was an eager, insistent energy to the way she went after my erection, like she was trying to make up for coming home late by giving me a great orgasm.
“Did he make you cum hard?” I asked.
“So hard, baby. So fucking hard. And so many times, too. I lost count. I couldn’t believe how turned on I was and how soon I wanted more of him after each orgasm.”
She stroked me faster. I closed my eyes and moaned as Naomi’s lips moved from mine to my cheek and neck. She sucked on my flesh a little and ran her tongue over it.
“I’m too sore to give you my pussy, baby. Do you want my mouth?” she asked.
It was a sexy question on multiple levels. First, I loved the idea that she’d fucked Derek so many times that she couldn’t take me inside her the next morning. Plus, it was insanely hot to hear her offer her mouth. There was something about it I couldn’t resist.
“Yes,” I answered, obviously. I’m not going to turn that down.
Naomi’s head dropped into my lap and I felt her mouth envelope my cock. It was a hit of pure pleasure that was greater than any drug I could have taken. The warmth and wetness coupled with the movements of her tongue and the way she actually sucked on my cock was astonishing.
You won’t be surprised to know that I came really quickly. I flooded Naomi’s mouth, she swallowed, and then gave me a quick kiss on the cheek before heading to the kitchen to pour herself a cup of coffee. I couldn’t move. I just wanted to savor the pleasure of having received a beautiful blowjob from my wife.
A week later, Naomi emerged from the bedroom with a mildly panicked look on her face.
“Honey, have you seen my birth control pills?” she asked.
“I have,” I answered.
“Why aren’t they in the bathroom?”
“Because I threw them away,” I said.
“What?” Naomi said.
Unsurprisingly, she had a confused look on her face. She didn’t seem angry, though. In that moment, I was almost certain I detected a brief flash of happiness, too.
“Why did you throw out my birth control pills?”
“Because you don’t need them anymore,” I said.
Naomi hadn’t yet moved from her place in the hallway. I hadn’t gotten up from my spot on the couch, either.
“What are you saying?” she asked.
I could see her face. I could see that she knew what I was saying.
“I’m saying it’s okay,” I replied.
Her eyes were locked on mine as Naomi slowly moved down the hallway. There was still a touch of hesitation, likely because I wasn’t being entirely clear.
“Are you sure?” she asked after sitting next to me.
I smiled and leaned closer. I kissed my wife softly. It was a reassuring kiss. It was meant to communicate my love and support. It was meant to say more than I could possibly convey with words.
“I’m absolutely certain,” I said.
Naomi pulled me into a tight hug. She held me for a few seconds before saying, “You don’t think this is crazy?”
There was a part of me that knew it was crazy. There was also a part of me that felt like it was exactly what was supposed to happen. I couldn’t help but feel like there was a reason Naomi and I had never decided to have a baby. Maybe we were just waiting for Derek to come into our lives.
“It’s not crazy,” I said. “It’s exactly what we’re supposed to be doing. You should have his baby.”
I’d thought about it constantly over the past week. I’d seen Naomi struggle with the idea of taking her birth control pills. I’d seen the way she was when talking to Derek. I already knew that she was in love with him, but it seemed to me that she was giving off signs that she wanted to have his baby. She wanted her boyfriend to get her pregnant.
I’ll be honest, my first reaction to the notion was pure arousal. I know that might seem insane, but the idea of my wife having someone else’s baby was overwhelmingly arousing at times. It was more than that, though. So much more.
“Doesn’t it seem right to you? Doesn’t it seem like this is what we’re supposed to be doing? I mean, you and I have never really talked about having a baby, and yet I can tell you’ve been thinking about it with Derek. It’s something your brain and your body want with him. Unless I’m totally insane,” I said.
I watched an anguished look cross Naomi’s face. For a moment, I wondered if I’d gotten everything wrong.
“You’re right,” she whispered. “I do want it.”
Naomi took my hands in hers. Her skin felt so soft and warm.
I’ll never forget the next moment. She looked into my eyes and said, “I want to have Derek’s baby.”
I’d struggle to explain my reaction to her declaration to the vast majority of people in the world. Most men would be devastated by that. They’d feel like their whole world was crumbling around them. They’d feel like their marriage was coming to an end and that they’d been betrayed in the most hurtful way imaginable.
I didn’t react that way. Instead, I felt an overwhelming kind of desire. I felt lust surge through my body. My cock came alive and arousal emanated outwards from my pelvis, filling my body.
“Have you talked about it with Derek?” I asked.
Naomi nodded. “I have.”
“What does he think?”
“He wants to be the father of our baby,” Naomi said.
Again, lust surged through me. My cock was so hard it was legitimately uncomfortable. My wife wanted to have another man’s baby. That man wanted to get her pregnant.
Naomi straddled me and immediately began to grind her lap into my erection. She knew I was turned on. Of course she did. How could she miss it?
She kissed me, and this time it was meant to convey her lust. It was an aggressive, eager kiss with lots of tongue. Her hands moved through my hair as her hips moved over my lap.
“I want you,” I said. “I need you.”
Naomi smiled at me. She gently tugged on my hair, forcing my neck to tilt backwards.
“I know you do, but I was thinking it would be best if you didn’t have me until we know I’m pregnant. How would you feel about that?”
I was confronted by yet another beautiful cuckold moment. My wife wanted to deny me sex in favor of her boyfriend until his baby was growing inside her. It was such a head trip.
Naomi smiled as she watched my reaction. Even if I’d attempted to argue with her, she would have seen right through me.
“It’s good to be married to a cuckold,” she said.
Her smile was soft, sweet, and loving. In that moment, I felt about as happy as I ever have. When Naomi kissed me I felt her love for me fill my body. My cock throbbed with desire, and yet I didn’t want to fuck her because it was no longer my place to do so. We’d decided that Derek would get her pregnant and that was that.
“I love you,” I whispered.
“I love you too,” Naomi said as she climbed off of my lap, unzipped my pants, and pulled out my cock. “You deserve an orgasm.”
I was leaking plenty of precum and her fingers worked their way over the head of my cock and wrapped around the shaft to stroke my swiftly.
“I can’t wait to tell Derek that you’re okay with this,” she said. “That you want him to get me pregnant. I can’t wait to tell him that my husband is such a good cuckold that he’s going to let someone else impregnate me.”
Her excitement was obvious, even though I knew she was offering up this bit of dirty talk with the express purpose of getting me off.
“Aren’t you going to love seeing my belly expand as Derek’s seed grows inside me?”
The imagery was intoxicating.
Naomi moved closer and kissed my neck before whispering, “Aren’t you going to love seeing my breasts swell up with milk to feed his baby?”
Despite her describing a perfectly natural phenomenon, it felt spectacularly filthy given the context.
“Yes,” I answered.
“I wish Derek was here right now,” Naomi said. “I wish I could take him back to our bedroom and let him fuck me all night long. I wish I had his seed inside me right now. I wish his baby was already growing in my belly.”
“Oh fuck,” I said as I closed my eyes and felt an enormously pleasurable orgasm wash over me. It felt like the culmination of my cuckolding, of everything we’d done since I confessed my fantasies. It was just the beginning, though. It was really happening. Naomi was really going to have Derek’s baby.
She kissed my cheek and grabbed a few tissues from the box on the coffee table to clean up. “If it’s okay, I want to call Derek and let him know.”
“Of course,” I said.
Naomi smiled and scampered back to the bedroom with a delightful bounce in her step. It was surreal to watch her go, knowing that she was walking away from me because she was so eager to tell her boyfriend that they could have a baby together.
Of course, that was just the beginning. There was so much more to come.
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It’s hard to say when Derek got Naomi pregnant. I like to think that I witnessed it, though. I wasn’t present every time they had sex, but I was there for roughly half their encounters before Naomi revealed the positive pregnancy test.
I was surprised when she let me watch the first one. I figured she’d want it to be a romantic evening with Derek, but Naomi said she thought it was important that I be there.
She bought a beautiful sheer white baby doll for the occasion and paired it with a sheer white thong. I watched her get dressed for him and it wasn’t more than a few minutes before I had a painfully throbbing erection.
“What do you think?” Naomi asked as she slipped the baby doll over her head and pulled it into place.
“It’s perfect,” I said.
She looked in the mirror and ran her hands over the soft material. “You don’t think it’s too much?”
“It’s not,” I said. “It really is perfect. There’s something about it that feels like it really fits the occasion, to be honest.”
Naomi smiled and turned away from the mirror. She closed the distance between us with a few steps and kissed me.
“Are you sure about this?” she asked softly.
“I am,” I answered.
We didn’t jump into this lightly. We talked about it a ton, to be honest. I’m not going to detail those conversations because they’re boring, but we talked about it. We knew it was a big deal. We were both on board, though.
Naomi smiled again and reached between my legs. She found my erection through my pants and gently stroked it.
“You’re okay with not getting to enjoy me until I’m pregnant?” she asked.
That was one of her rules. Even though I’d been using condoms, she wasn’t willing to take the risk that one of my swimmers might sneak through.
“Yes,” I said.
Naomi stepped away and moved into the bed. She spread her legs and pulled aside the sheer white thong, exposing her perfect pussy.
“Would you like to lick me a little before he gets here? I’d love it if you got me nice and wet for him,” she said.
You’ll understand why I couldn’t turn down that offer. Of course I crawled between her legs and licked her pussy. Of course I thought about the fact that I wasn’t going to be fucking her until another man’s baby was growing inside her. Of course it turned me on.
“Thank you,” Naomi said afterwards. It felt like she was giving thanks for more than a bit of cunnilingus. It felt like she was giving thanks for my willingness to go along with her desire to have her boyfriend inseminate her.
“My pleasure,” I said.
When Derek arrived I took a seat in the corner of the bedroom. I was there to witness their pleasure, not to participate. I was allowed to masturbate, but I had to keep quiet and I wasn’t permitted to cum in the room. Naomi didn’t want anything to distract from the connection she and her boyfriend were making.
The sex that first night was beautiful. It was slow, sensual, and shot through with love. They absolutely were not fucking. They were making love. My wife was making love with another man and doing it in our bed. Even better, they were doing it with the intention of getting her pregnant.
I didn’t pull out my cock. All I did was rub it through my pants. It felt too dirty to masturbate as I watched. It felt like it would taint the experience, and I didn’t want that.
I simply wanted to be witness to my wife’s love for another man, because that’s what it was. The sex they were having was a manifestation of her love for Derek. It was the ultimate consequence of her having a boyfriend. It had gone from fun, thrilling lust to full on love and now she wanted him to get her pregnant.
She’d been off of birth control long enough to be fully unprotected. There wasn’t a condom in sight. Derek’s bare cock was moving in and out of her pussy as they kissed. Naomi’s panties were on the floor but the sheer baby doll was still on. They kissed as he slid in and out of her. They moaned together. They touched each other sensually. They fully and completely embraced their shared love.
When Derek began to thrust faster I knew his orgasm was imminent. They both started moaning a little louder and more insistently. Naomi spread her legs a little wider.
Finally, Derek unleashed that ultimate groan of pleasure and came inside her. She wrapped her legs around him as he ejaculated.
The moments after they finished might have been the most beautiful. Derek stayed inside her as they shared soft kisses and touched each other in the way that only lovers do.
“I love you,” Naomi said in a soft voice as she stared into her boyfriend’s eyes.
He kissed her. Their lips lingered together as he gently thrust inside her. “I love you too.”
Had I been masturbating, that was the moment I would have cum. It was perfect, at least for a cuckold like me.
Another man was in my wife. He had just unleashed his cum into her unprotected pussy with the hope of inseminating her. They’d just declared their love for each other and it was entirely genuine.
After that, I quietly slipped out of the bedroom. I felt like an interloper and since I wasn’t going to masturbate in their presence it felt as though I’d served my purpose.
I didn’t want to scurry into the guest room or the office to masturbate. Something about it felt kind of gross. Instead I chose to bask in the sense of cuckold bliss I was feeling. I’ve honestly never been in such a state of joyful arousal and I didn’t want it to end.
It was about an hour later when I heard the moaning again. Neither Naomi nor Derek had emerged from the bedroom in that time. I imagined they’d also been basking in the utter joy of their situation. At some point they transitioned to fooling around again and their overwhelming lust took over.
The second round lasted longer than the first. The moans drifted down the hallway to my spot on the couch. I muted the TV and listened to my wife and her boyfriend make love with the intention of getting pregnant. My cock throbbed but I refused to masturbate. As frustrating as it was, I loved it.
When the moaning relented I knew Naomi had a second load of Derek’s seed inside her. I imagined them kissing and declared their love for each other. I was sitting there alone but I was aroused in a way that astounded me. It was truly incredible.
A little while later Naomi emerged from the bedroom. She shut the door behind her and slowly walked towards me. She was still in the white baby doll and the matching panties.
I looked at my wife and smiled. I couldn’t help but think about Derek’s cum inside her on a quest to get her pregnant. I wanted it to have already happened.
Naomi sat on the couch next to me. She leaned over and kissed me. I got hard as her lips lingered against mine.
“Thank you for letting me watch,” I said. 
“You’re welcome,” Naomi whispered as she unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock.
Her fingers wrapped around it and she stroked me slowly. She kissed me again, this time far more vigorously. Her tongue moved into my mouth and I moaned as my orgasm approached. I couldn’t hold it off. I’d spent hours in a state of wild, heightened desire.
It made a splendid mess when I came. It spilled on my pants and shot onto my shirt, but I didn’t care one whit. I was far too thrilled at having had one of the finest orgasms of my life.
“Derek’s going to stay the night,” Naomi said after she released my cock from her grasp.
“Sleep well,” I replied.
She kissed my cheek and left. I watched her stroll down the hallway and disappear into the bedroom as my cock softened. I got a quick orgasm. Derek got to spend the night with her and cum inside her multiple times. 
I ended up cumming again before going to bed. Naomi was moaning as she and her boyfriend made love again. She was moaning for him to get her pregnant. Of course I had to masturbate. I had an orgasm just as she did. I imagined Derek cumming inside her and impregnating her. It was a beautiful climax.
“It’s beautiful,” I said.
Naomi smiled. “I know.”
I was on my knees in front of her. She was in a pair of white panties and a matching bra. It was her stomach that had gotten my attention, though.
“It’s so beautiful,” I said as I reached up and gently ran my fingers over it.
She’d just started to show. We’d known she was pregnant for a few months, but this felt different.
I leaned forward and kissed her belly. It felt firm. Naomi ran her fingers through my hair. I looked up and saw her smiling.
There was nothing sexual about what we were doing, but I was still hard. That had become a fairly common occurrence since Naomi showed me the positive pregnancy test. It was so much more erotic than I thought it would be. I was turned on all the time at the very idea that someone else had gotten her pregnant.
“I love that his baby’s inside you,” I said. It was far from the first time I’d expressed that sentiment, but I couldn’t help it.
“I do too,” Naomi replied.
“May I?” I asked as I slipped my fingers into the waistband of her panties.
Naomi nodded and I pulled her underwear to the floor. She leaned against the foot of the bed, spread her legs, and welcomed my lips to her pussy.
“Mmmmm,” she moaned as I went down on her. She gently grasped my head in her hands and held me in place as I worked her over.
Naomi had promised that we could have sex again after Derek got her pregnant, and she was true to her word. We had sex after she showed me the positive pregnancy test, in fact.
Something about her being pregnant with Derek’s baby changed things for me, though. It’s not that I didn’t want to have sex with my wife. I did. She’s beautiful and sex is one of life’s greatest pleasures. I don’t know if I can really explain it other than to say that it no longer felt right.
What felt right was Derek being the one to meet Naomi’s needs for sex, which had increased markedly in her second trimester.
I’d naturally found my way to going down on Naomi a great deal more often. Again, it felt right. It felt like it was my role. I wasn’t really thinking about it so much as I was going on instinct, and my instincts led me to a place where my role was to provide Naomi with pleasure and support while putting my pleasure second.
We never had an explicit conversation about it. We just sort of settled into those roles. Every once in a while Naomi and I would have sex, but it had only happened a few times since Derek had gotten her pregnant.
Most of the time I would go down on her and she would thank me when I was finished. We would kiss and cuddle a little and if she was feeling generous she would give me a handjob. There wasn’t any talk of me not having any right to her pussy or having to behave like a cuckold. It was just that it felt like the right thing for both of us.
For me, those sensations deepened when Naomi began to show. Her belly was a constant reminder that someone else’s baby was growing inside her. It was a reminder that my wife had fallen in love with another man and elected to have a baby with him.
At no point did it feel like Naomi was going to leave me for Derek. She was in love with him, of course, but she was in love with me too, and I’d never been more in love with her. I know it sounds crazy, but it strengthened our marriage when we embarked on this journey and it’s only gotten stronger at each stop along the way.
I love my wife more than I ever have and I know she feels the same way about me. I’m not sure what the future is going to hold after the baby is born, but I’m sure it’s going to be beautiful.
In the meantime, Derek and Naomi are going on a babymoon vacation. They’re going to take a long weekend together at a beautiful beachside resort. They’re going to embrace their feelings for each other, make love countless times, and deepen their relationship. While they’re gone, I’m going to feel more like a cuckold than I ever have, I’m sure.
I haven’t talked to Naomi about it, but I could see Derek spending more nights at the house as the delivery date nears. Perhaps she’ll want the father in her bed every night. Perhaps she won’t. I’m confident that I’ll be happy to go along with whatever Naomi wants.
I’m confident that whatever the future holds, I’m going to be happier than I’ve ever been and our marriage is going to be better than I ever imagined possible.
The End
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